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LORD    ROSEBERY 

The  first  time  I  ever  saw  Lord  Rosebery  was  in 
Edinburgh  when  I  was  a  student,  and  I  flung  a  clod 
of  earth  at  him.  He  was  a  peer ;  those  were  my 
pohtics. 

I  missed  him,  and  I  have  heard  a  good  many 
journahsts  say  since  then  tliat  he  is  a  difficult  man  to 
hit.  One  who  began  by  liking  him  and  is  now  scorn- 
ful, which  is  just  the  reverse  process  from  mine,  told 
me  the  reason  why.  He  had  some  brochures  to  write 
on  the  Liberal  leaders,  and  got  on  nicely  till  he  reached 
Lord  Rosebery,  where  he  stuck.  In  vain  he  walked 
round  his  lordship,  looking  for  an  opening.  The  man 
was  naturally  indignant ;   he  is  the  father  of  a  family. 

Lord  Rosebery  is  forty-one  years  of  age,  and  has 
missed  many  opportunities  of  becoming  the  bosom 
friend  of  Lord  Randolph  Churchill.  They  were  at 
Eton  together  and  at  Oxford,  and  have  met  since. 
As  a  boy  the  Liberal  played  at  horses,  and  tlie  Tory 
at  running  off  with  other  boys'  caps.  Lord  Randolph 
was  the  more  distinguished  at  the  University.     One 
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day  a  proctor  ran  him  down  in  the  streets  smoking 
in  his  cap  and  gown.  The  undergraduate  remarked 
on  the  changeabiHty  of  the  weather,  but  the  proctor, 
gasping  at  such  bravado,  demanded  his  name  and 
college.  Lord  Randolph  failed  to  turn  up  next  day 
at  St.  Edmund  Hall  to  be  lectured,  but  strolled  to  the 
proctor's  house  about  dinner-time.  '  Does  a  fellow, 
name  of  Moore,  live  here  ?  '  he  asked.  The  footman 
contrived  not  to  faint.  '  He  do,'  he  replied  severely  ; 
'  but  he  are  at  dinner.'  '  Ah  !  take  him  in  my  card,' 
said  the  imabashed  caller.  The  Merton  books  tell 
that  for  this  the  noble  lord  was  fined  ten  pounds. 

There  was  a  time  when  Lord  Rosebery  would  have 
reformed  the  House  of  Lords  to  a  site  nearer  New- 
market. As  politics  took  a  firmer  grip  of  him,  it  was 
Newmarket  that  seemed  a  long  way  off.  One  day  at 
Edinburgh  he  realised  the  disadvantage  of  owning 
swift  horses.  His  brougham  had  met  him  at  Waverley 
Station  to  take  him  to  Dalmeny.  Lord  Rosebery 
opened  the  door  of  the  carriage  to  put  in  some  papers, 
and  then  turned  away.  The  coachman,  too  well  bred 
to  look  round,  heard  the  door  shut,  and  thinking 
that  his  master  was  inside,  set  off  at  once.  Pursuit 
was  attempted,  but  what  was  there  in  Edinburgh 
streets  to  make  up  on  those  horses  ?  The  coachman 
drove  seven  miles,  until  he  reached  a  point  in  the 
Dalmeny  parks  where  it  was  his  lordship's  custom  to 
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alight  and  open  a  gate.  Here  the  brougham  stood 
for  some  minutes,  awaiting  Lord  Rosebery's  con- 
venience. At  last  the  coachman  became  uneasy 
and  dismounted.  His  brain  reeled  when  he  saw  an 
empty  brougham.  He  could  have  sworn  to  seeing 
his  lordship  enter.  There  were  his  papers.  What 
had  happened  ?  With  a  quaking  hand  the  horses 
were  turned,  and,  driving  back,  the  coachman  looked 
fearfully  along  the  sides  of  the  road.  He  met  Lord 
Rosebery  travelling  in  great  good  humour  by  the 
luggage  omnibus. 

Whatever  is  to  be  Lord  Rosebery's  future,  he  has 
reached  that  stage  in  a  statesman's  career  when  his 
opponents  cease  to  question  his  capacity.  His 
speeches  showed  him  long  ago  a  man  of  brilliant 
parts.  His  tenure  of  the  Foreign  Office  proved  him 
heavy  metal.  Were  the  Gladstonians  to  return  to 
power,  the  other  Cabinet  posts  might  go  anywhere, 
but  the  Foreign  Secretary  is  arranged  for.  Where 
his  predecessors  had  clouded  their  meaning  in  words 
till  it  was  as  wrapped  up  as  a  Mussulman's  head. 
Lord  Rosebery's  were  the  straightforward  dispatches 
of  a  man  with  his  mind  made  up.  German  influence 
was  spoken  of ;  Count  Herbert  Bismarck  had  been 
seen  shooting  Lord  Rosebery's  partridges.  This  was 
the  evidence  :  there  has  never  been  any  other,  except 
that  German  methods  commended  themselves  to  the 
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Minister  rather  than  those  of  France.  His  relations 
with  the  French  Government  were  cordial.  '  The 
talk  of  Bismarck's  shadow  behind  Rosebery,'  a 
great  French  politician  said  lately,  '  I  put  aside  with 
a  smile  ;  but  how  about  the  Jews  ?  '  Probably  few 
persons  realise  what  a  power  the  Jews  are  in  Europe, 
and  in  Lord  Rosebery's  position  he  is  a  strong  man 
if  he  holds  his  own  with  them.  Any  fears  on  that 
ground  have,  I  should  say,  been  laid  by  his  record 
at  the  Foreign  Office. 

Lord  Rosebery  had  once  a  conversation  with 
Prince  Bismarck,  to  which,  owing  to  some  oversight, 
the  Paris  correspondent  of  the  Times  was  not  invited. 
M.  Blowitz  only  smiled  good-naturedly,  and  of  course 
his  report  of  the  proceedings  appeared  all  the  same. 
Some  time  afterwards  Lord  Rosebery  was  introduced 
to  this  remarkable  man,  who,  as  is  well  known,  carries 
Cabinet  appointments  in  his  pocket,  and  compli- 
mented him  on  his  report.  '  Ah,  it  was  all  right, 
was  it  ?  '  asked  Blowitz,  beaming.  Lord  Rosebery 
explained  that  any  fault  it  had  was  that  it  was  all 
wrong.  '  Then  if  Bismarck  did  not  say  that  to  you,' 
said  Blowitz  regally, '  I  know  he  intended  to  say  it.' 

The  '  Uncrowned  King  of  Scotland  '  is  a  title  that 
has  been  made  for  Lord  Rosebery,  whose  country 
has  had  faith  in  him  from  the  beginning.  Mr.  Glad- 
stone is  the  only  other  man  who  can  make  so  many 
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Scotsmen  take  politics  as  if  it  were  the  Highland 
Fling.  Once  when  Lord  Rosebery  was  firing  an 
Edinburgh  audience  to  the  delirium  point,  an  old 
man  in  the  hall  shouted  out,  '  I  dinna  hear  a  word 
he  says,  but  it 's  grand,  it 's  grand  !  '  During  the 
first  Midlothian  campaign  Mr.  Gladstone  and  Lord 
Rosebery  were  the  father  and  son  of  the  Scottish 
people.  Lord  Rosebery  rode  into  fame  on  the  top 
of  that  wave,  and  he  has  kept  his  place  in  the  hearts 
of  the  people,  and  in  oleographs  on  their  walls,  ever 
since.  In  all  Scottish  matters  he  has  the  enthusiasm 
of  a  Bums  dinner,  and  his  humour  enables  him  to 
pay  compliments.  When  he  says  agreeable  things  to 
Scotsmen  about  their  country,  there  is  a  twinkle  in 
his  eye  and  in  theirs  to  which  English  scribes  cannot 
give  a  meaning.  He  has  unveiled  so  many  Burns 
statues  that  an  American  lecturess  explains,  '  Curious 
thing,  but  I  feel  somehow  I  am  connected  with 
Lord  Rosebery.  I  go  to  a  place  and  deliver  a  lecture 
on  Burns  ;  they  collect  subscriptions  for  a  statue,  and 
he  unveils  it.'  Such  is  the  delight  of  the  Scottish 
students  in  Lord  Rosebery,  that  he  may  be  said  to 
have  made  the  triumphal  tour  of  the  northern  uni- 
versities as  their  Lord  Rector ;  he  lost  the  post  in 
Glasgow  lately  through  a  quibble,  but  had  the  honour 
with  the  votes.  His  address  to  the  Edinburgh  under- 
graduates on  *  Patriotism  '  was  the  best  thing  he  ever 
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did  outside  politics,  and  made  the  students  his  for 
life.  Some  of  them  had  smuggled  into  the  hall  a 
chair  with  '  Gaelic  chair  '  placarded  on  it,  and  the 
Lord  Rector  unwittingly  played  into  their  hands. 
In  a  noble  peroration  he  exhorted  his  hearers  to  high 
aims  in  life.  '  Raise  your  country,'  he  exclaimed 
(cheers) ;  '  raise  yourselves  (renewed  cheering) ;  raise 
your  university  '  (thunders  of  applause).  From  the 
back  of  the  hall  came  a  solemn  voice,  'Raise  the 
chair  !  '     Up  went  the  Gaelic  chair. 

Even  Lord  Rosebery's  views  on  Imperial  Federa- 
tion can  become  a  compliment  to  Scotland.  Having 
been  all  over  the  world  himself,  and  felt  how  he 
grew  on  his  travels.  Lord  Rosebery  maintains  that 
every  British  statesman  should  visit  India  and  the 
Colonies.  He  said  that  first  at  a  semi-public  dinner 
in  the  country— and  here  I  may  mention  that  on  such 
occasions  he  has  begun  his  speeches  less  frequently 
than  any  other  prominent  politician  with  a  statement 
that  others  could  be  got  to  discharge  the  duty  better  ; 
in  other  words,  he  has  several  times  omitted  this 
introduction.  On  his  return  to  London  he  was  told 
that  his  colleagues  in  the  Administration  had  been 
seeing  how  his  scheme  would  work  out.  '  We  found 
that  if  your  rule  were  enforced,  the  Cabinet  would 
consist  of  yourself  and  Childers.'  '  This  would  be 
an  ideal  Cabinet,'  Lord  Rosebery  subsequently  re- 
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marked  in  Edinburgh,  '  for  it  would  be  entirely 
Scottish  '  ;  Mr.  Childers  being  member  for  a  Scottish 
constituency. 

The  present  unhappy  division  of  the  Liberal  party 
has  made  enemies  of  friends  for  no  leading  man  so 
little  as  for  Lord  Rosebery.  There  are  forces  working 
against  him,  no  doubt,  in  comparatively  high  places, 
but  the  Unionists  have  kept  their  respect  for  him. 
His  views  may  be  wrong,  but  he  is  about  the  only 
Liberal  leader,  with  the  noble  exception  of  Lord 
Hartington,  of  whom  troublous  times  have  not  rasped 
the  temper.  Though  a  great  reader,  he  is  not  a 
literary  man  like  Mr.  Morley,  who  would,  however, 
be  making  phrases  where  Lord  Rosebery  would 
make  laws.  Sir  William  Harcourt  has  been  spoken  of 
as  a  possible  Prime  Minister,  but  surely  it  will  never 
come  to  that.  If  Mr.  Gladstone's  successor  is  chosen 
from  those  who  have  followed  him  on  the  Home 
Rule  question,  he  probably  was  not  rash  in  himself 
naming  Lord  Rosebery. 

Lord  Rosebery  could  not  now  step  up  without 
stepping  into  the  Premiership.  His  humour,  which  is 
his  most  obvious  faculty,  has  been  a  prop  to  him  many 
a  time  ere  now,  but,  if  I  was  his  adviser,  I  should 
tell  him  that  it  has  served  its  purpose.  There  are  a 
great  many  excellent  people  who  shake  their  heads 
over  it  in  a  man  who  has  become  a  power  in  the 
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land.  '  Let  us  be  grave,'  said  Dr.  Johnson  once  to 
a  merry  companion,  '  for  here  comes  a  fool.'  In  an 
unknown  novel  there  is  a  character  who  says  of  him- 
self that  '  he  is  not  stupid  enough  ever  to  be  a  great 
man.'  I  happen  to  know  that  this  reflection  was 
evolved  by  the  author  out  of  thinking  over  Lord 
Rosebery.  It  is  not  easy  for  a  bright  man  to  be  heavy, 
and  Lord  Rosebery's  humour  is  so  spontaneous  that 
if  a  joke  is  made  in  their  company  he  has  always 
finished  laughing  before  Lord  Hartington  begins. 
Perhaps  when  Lord  Rosebery  is  on  the  point  of 
letting  his  humour  run  off  with  him  in  a  public  speech 
he  could  recover  his  solemnity  by  thinking  of  the 
Examiner. 


n 

PROFESSOR   MASSON 

Though  a  man  might,  to  my  mind,  be  better  employed 
than  in  going  to  college,  it  is  his  own  fault  if  he  does 
not  strike  on  some  one  there  who  sends  his  life  off  at 
a  new  angle.  If,  as  I  take  it,  the  glory  of  a  professor 
is  to  give  elastic  minds  their  proper  bent,  Masson  is 
a  name  his  country  will  retain  a  grip  of.  There  are 
men  who  are  good  to  think  of,  and  as  a  rule  we  only 
know  them  from  their  books.  Something  of  our 
pride  in  life  would  go  with  their  fall.  To  have  one 
such  professor  at  a  time  is  the  most  a  university  can 
hope  of  human  nature,  so  Edinburgh  need  not  expect 
another  just  yet.  These,  of  course,  are  only  to  be 
taken  as  the  reminiscences  of  a  student.  I  seem  to 
remember  everything  Masson  said,  and  the  way  he 
said  it. 

Having  immediately  before  taken  lodgings  in  a 
crow's  nest,  my  first  sight  of  Masson  was  specially  im- 
pressive. It  was  the  opening  of  the  session,  when  fees 
were  paid,  and  a  whisper  ran  round  tlie  quadrangle 
that  Masson  had  set  off  home  witii  three  hundred 
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one-pound  notes  stuffed  into  his  trouser  pockets. 
There  was  a  solemn  swell  of  awestruck  students  to 
the  gates,  and  some  of  us  could  not  help  following 
him.  He  took  his  pockets  coolly.  When  he  stopped 
it  was  at  a  second-hand  bookstall,  where  he  rummaged 
for  a  long  time.  Eventually  he  pounced  upon  a  dusty, 
draggled  little  volume,  and  went  off  proudly  with  it 
beneath  his  arm.  He  seemed  to  look  suspiciously 
at  strangers  now,  but  it  was  not  the  money  but  the 
book  he  was  keeping  guard  over.  His  pockets,  how- 
ever, were  unmistakably  bulging  out.  I  resolved  to 
go  in  for  literature. 

Masson,  however,  always  comes  to  my  memory 
first  knocking  nails  into  his  desk  or  trying  to  tear 
the  gas-bracket  from  its  socket.  He  said  that  the 
Danes  scattered  over  England,  taking  such  a  hold 
as  a  nail  takes  when  it  is  driven  into  wood.  For 
the  moment  he  saw  his  desk  turned  into  England  ; 
he  whirled  an  invisible  hammer  in  the  air,  and  down 
it  came  on  the  desk  with  a  crash.  No  one  who  has 
sat  under  Masson  can  forget  how  the  Danes  nailed 
themselves  upon  England.  His  desk  is  thick  with 
their  tombstones.  It  was  when  his  mind  groped 
for  an  image  that  he  clutched  the  bracket.  He 
seemed  to  tear  his  good  things  out  of  it.  Silence 
overcame  the  class.  Some  were  fascinated  by  the 
man ;    others  trembled  for  the  bracket.     It  shook, 
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groaned,  and  yielded.  Masson  said  another  of  the 
things  that  made  his  lectures  literature  ;  the  crisis 
was  passed  ;    and  everybody  breathed  again. 

He  masters  a  subject  by  letting  it  master  him  ; 
for  though  his  critical  reputation  is  built  on  honesty, 
it  is  his  enthusiasm  that  makes  his  work  warm  with 
life.  Sometimes  he  entered  the  classroom  so  full  of 
what  he  had  to  say  that  he  began  before  he  reached 
his  desk.  If  he  was  in  the  middle  of  a  peroration 
when  the  bell  rang,  even  the  back-benches  forgot  to 
empty.  There  were  the  inevitable  students  to  whom 
literature  is  a  trial,  and  sometimes  they  call  attention 
to  their  sufferings  by  a  scraping  of  the  feet.  Then 
the  Professor  tried  to  fix  his  eyeglass  on  them,  and 
when  it  worked  properly  they  were  transfixed.  As 
a  rule,  however,  it  required  so  many  adjustments 
that  by  the  time  his  eye  took  hold  of  it  he  had  remem- 
bered that  students  were  made  so,  and  his  indigna- 
tion went.  Then,  with  the  light  in  his  eye  that  some 
photographer  ought  to  catch,  he  would  hope  that 
his  lecture  was  not  disturbing  their  conversation. 
It  was  characteristic  of  his  passion  for  being  just 
that  when  he  had  criticised  some  ^vriter  severely  he 
would  remember  that  the  back-benches  could  not 
understand  that  criticism  and  admiration  might  go 
together,  unless  they  were  told  so  again. 

The  test  of  a  sensitive  man  is  that  he  is  careful  of 
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wounding  the  feelings  of  others.  Once,  I  remember, 
a  student  was  reading  a  passage  aloud,  assuming  at 
the  same  time  such  an  attitude  that  the  Professor 
could  not  help  remarking  that  he  looked  like  a  teapot. 
It  was  exactly  what  he  did  look  like,  and  the  class 
applauded.  But  next  moment  Masson  had  apolo- 
gised for  being  personal.  Such  reminiscences  are 
what  make  the  old  literature  classroom  to  thousands 
of  graduates  a  delight  to  think  of. 

When  the  news  of  Carlyle's  death  reached  the  room, 
Masson  could  not  go  on  with  his  lecture.  Every 
one  knows  what  Carlyle  has  said  of  him  ;  and  no 
one  who  has  heard  it  will  ever  forget  what  he  has 
said  of  Carlyle.  Here  were  two  men  who  understood 
each  other.  One  of  the  Carlylean  pictures  one  loves 
to  dwell  on  shows  them  smoking  together,  with 
nothing  breaking  the  pauses  but  Mrs.  Carlyle's  needles. 
Carlyle  told  Masson  how  he  gave  up  smoking  and  then 
took  to  it  again.  He  had  walked  from  Dumfriesshire 
to  Edinburgh  to  consult  a  doctor  about  his  health, 
and  was  advised  to  lose  his  pipe.  He  smoked  no 
more,  but  his  health  did  not  improve,  and  then 
one  day  he  walked  in  a  wood.  At  the  foot  of 
a  tree  lay  a  pipe,  a  tobacco-pouch,  a  match- 
box. He  saw  clearly  that  this  was  a  case  of  Provi- 
dential interference,  and  from  that  moment  he  smoked 
again.     There   the   Professor's   story  stops.     I  have 
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no  doubt,  though,  that  he  nodded  his  head  when 
Carlyle  explained  what  the  pipe  and  tobacco  were 
doing  there.  Masson's  Milton  is,  of  course,  his  great 
work,  but  for  sympathetic  analysis  I  know  nothing 
to  surpass  his  Chalterton.  Lecturing  on  Chatterton 
one  day,  he  remarked,  with  a  slight  hesitation,  that 
had  the  poet  mixed  a  little  more  in  company  and — 
and  smoked,  his  morbidness  would  not  have  poisoned 
him.  That  turned  my  thoughts  to  smoking,  because 
I  meant  to  be  a  Chatterton,  but  greater.  Since  then 
the  Professor  has  warned  me  against  smoking  too 
much.     He  was  smoking  at  the  time. 

This  is  no  place  to  follow  Masson's  career,  nor  to 
discuss  his  work.  To  reach  his  position  one  ought 
to  know  his  definition  of  a  man-of-letters.  It  is 
curious,  and,  like  most  of  his  departures  from  the 
generally  accepted,  sticks  to  the  memory.  By  a 
man-of-letters  he  does  not  mean  the  poet,  for  instance, 
who  is  all  soul,  so  much  as  the  strong-brained  writer 
whose  guardian  angel  is  a  fine  sanity.  He  used  to 
mention  John  Skelton,  the  Wolsey  satirist,  and  Sir 
David  Lindsay,  as  typical  men-of-letters  from  this 
point  of  view,  and  it  is  as  a  man-of-letters  of  that 
class  that  Masson  is  best  considered.  In  an  age  of 
many  whipper-sna})pcrs  in  criticism  he  is  something 
of  a  Gulliver. 

The  students  in  that  class  liked  to  see  their  pro- 
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fessor  as  well  as  hear  him.  I  let  my  hair  grow  long 
because  it  only  annoyed  other  people,  and  one  day 
there  was  dropped  into  my  hand  a  note  containing 
sixpence  and  the  words :  '  The  students  sitting 
behind  you  present  their  compliments,  and  beg 
that  you  will  get  your  hair  cut  with  the  enclosed, 
as  it  interferes  with  their  view  of  the  professor.' 

Masson,  when  he  edited  Macmillan's,  had  all  the 
best  men  round  him.  His  talk  of  Thackeray  is 
specially  interesting,  but  he  always  holds  that  in 
conversation  Douglas  Jerrold  was  unapproachable. 
Jerrold  told  him  a  good  story  of  his  sea-faring  days. 
His  ship  was  lying  off  Gibraltar,  and  for  some  hours 
Jerrold,  though  only  a  midshipman,  was  left  in  charge. 
Some  of  the  sailors  begged  to  get  ashore,  and  he  let 
them,  on  the  promise  that  they  would  bring  him  back 
some  oranges.  One  of  them  disappeared,  and  the 
midshipman  suffered  for  it.  More  than  twenty  years 
afterwards  Jerrold  was  looking  in  at  a  window  in  the 
Strand  when  he  seemed  to  know  the  face  of  a  weather- 
beaten  man  who  was  doing  the  same  thing.  Suddenly 
he  remembered,  and  put  his  hand  on  the  other's 
shoulder.  '  My  man,'  he  said,  '  you  have  been  a 
long  time  with  those  oranges  !  '  The  sailor  recog- 
nised him,  turned  white,  and  took  to  his  heels.  There 
is,  too,  the  story  of  how  Dickens  and  Jerrold  made 
up  their  quarrel  at  the  Garrick  Club.  It  was  the 
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occasion  on  which  Masson  first  met  the  author  of 
Pickwick.  Dickens  and  Jerrold  had  not  spoken  for 
a  year,  and  they  both  happened  to  have  friends  at 
dinner  in  the  strangers'  room,  Masson  being  Jerrold's 
guest.  The  two  hosts  sat  back  to  back,  but  did  not 
address  each  other,  though  the  conversation  was 
general.  At  last  Jerrold  could  stand  it  no  longer. 
Turning,  he  exclaimed,  '  Charley,  my  boy,  how  are 
you  ?  '  Dickens  wheeled  round  and  grasped  his 
hand. 

Many  persons  must  have  noticed  that,  in  appear- 
ance, Masson  is  becoming  more  and  more  like  Carlyle 
every  year.  How  would  you  account  for  it  ?  It  is 
a  thing  his  old  students  often  discuss  when  they  meet, 
especially  those  of  them  who,  when  at  college,  made 
up  their  minds  to  dedicate  their  first  book  to  him. 
The  reason  they  seldom  do  it  is  because  the  book 
does  not  seem  good  enough. 
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Ill 

PROFESSOR  JOHN  STUART  BLACKIE 

Lately  I  was  told  that  Blackie— one  does  not  say- 
Mr.  Cromwell — is  no  longer  Professor  of  Greek  in 
Edinburgh  University.  What  nonsense  some  people 
talk.  As  if  Blackie  were  not  part  of  the  building. 
In  his  class  one  day  he  spoke  touchingly  of  the 
time  when  he  would  have  to  join  Socrates  in  the 
Elysian  fields.  A  student  cheered— no  one  knows 
why.  '  It  won't  be  for  some  time  yet,'  added  John 
Stuart. 

Blackie  takes  his  ease  at  home  in  a  dressing-gown 
and  straw  hat.  This  shows  that  his  plaid  really  does 
come  off.  '  My  occupation  nowadays,'  he  said  to 
me  recently,  '  is  business,  blethers,  bothers,  beggars, 
and  backgammon.'  He  has  also  started  a  pro- 
fession of  going  to  public  meetings,  and  hurrying 
home  to  write  letters  to  the  newspapers  about 
them.  When  the  editor  shakes  the  manuscript  a 
sonnet  falls  out.  I  think  I  remember  the  Pro- 
fessor's saying  that  he  had  never  made  five  shillings 
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by  his  verses.  To  my  mind  they  are  worth  more 
than  that. 

Though  he  has  explained  them  frequently,  there 
is  still  confusion  about  Blackie's  politics.  At  Man- 
chester they  thought  he  was  a  Tory,  and  invited  him 
to  address  them  on  that  understanding.  '  I  fancy  I 
astonished  them,'  the  Professor  said  to  me.  This 
is  quite  possible.  Then  he  was  mistaken  for  a 
Liberal. 

The  fact  is  that  Blackie  is  a  philosopher  who  follows 
the  golden  mean.  He  sees  this  himself.  A  philo- 
sopher who  follows  the  golden  mean  is  thus  a  man 
who  runs  zig-zag  between  two  extremes.  You  will 
observe  that  he  who  does  this  is  some  time  before  he 
arrives  anywhere. 

The  Professor  has  said  that  he  has  the  strongest 
lungs  in  Scotland.  Of  the  many  compliments  that 
might  well  be  paid  him,  not  the  least  worthy 
would  be  this,  that  he  is  as  healthy  mentally  as 
physically.  Mrs.  Norton  begins  a  novel  with  the  re- 
mark that  one  of  the  finest  sights  conceivable  is  a 
well-preserved  gentleman  of  middle-age.  It  will  be 
some  time  yet  before  Blackie  reaches  middle-age, 
but  there  must  be  something  wrong  with  you  if  you 
can  look  at  him  without  feeling  refreshed.  Did  you 
ever  watch  him  marching  along  Princes  Street  on  a 
warm  day,  when  every  other  person  was  broiling  in 
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the  sun  ?  His  head  is  well  thrown  back,  the  staff, 
grasped  in  the  middle,  jerks  back  and  forward  like 
a  weaver's  shuttle,  and  the  plaid  flies  in  the  breeze. 
Other  people's  clothes  are  hanging  limp.  Blackie 
carries  his  breeze  with  him. 

A  year  or  two  ago  Mr.  Gladstone,  when  at  Dalmeny, 
pointed  out  that  he  had  the  advantage  over  Blackie 
in  being  of  both  Highland  and  Lowland  extraction. 
The  Professor,  however,  is  as  Scotch  as  the  thistle 
or  his  native  hills,  and  Mr.  Gladstone,  quite  justi- 
fiably, considers  him  the  most  outstanding  of  living 
Scotsmen.  Blackie  is  not  quite  sure  himself.  Not 
long  ago  I  heard  him  read  a  preface  to  a  life  of 
Mr.  Gladstone  that  was  being  printed  at  Smyrna  in 
modern  Greek.  He  told  his  readers  to  remember 
that  Mr.  Gladstone  was  a  great  scholar  and  an 
upright  statesman.  They  would  find  it  easy  to 
do  this  if  they  first  remembered  that  he  was 
Scottish. 

The  World  included  Blackie  in  its  list  of  '  Celebrities 
at  Home.'  It  said  that  the  door  was  opened  by  a 
red-headed  lassie.  That  was  probably  meant  for 
local  colour,  and  it  amused  every  one  who  knew  Mrs. 
Blackie.  The  Professor  is  one  of  the  most  genial 
of  men,  and  will  show  you  to  your  room  himself, 
talking  six  languages.  This  tends  to  make  the  con- 
versation one-sided,  but  he  does  not  mind  that.  He 
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still  writes  a  good  deal,  spending  several  hours  in  his 
library  daily,  and  his  talk  is  as  brilliant  as  ever.  His 
writing  nowadays  is  less  sustained  than  it  was,  and  he 
prefers  flitting  from  one  subject  to  another  to  evolving 
a  great  work.  When  he  dips  his  pen  into  an  ink-pot 
it  at  once  writes  a  sonnet — so  strong  is  the  force  of 
habit.  Recently  he  wrote  a  page  about  Carlyle  in 
a  little  book  issued  by  the  Edinburgh  students' 
bazaar  committee.  In  this  he  reproved  Carlyle  for 
having  '  bias.'  Blackie  wonders  why  people  should 
have  bias. 

Some  readers  of  this  may  in  their  student  days 
have  been  invited  to  the  Greek  professor's  house  to 
breakfast  without  knowing  why  they  were  selected 
from  among  so  many.  It  was  not,  as  they  are  prob- 
ably aware,  because  of  their  classical  attainments,  for 
they  were  too  thoughtful  to  be  in  the  prize-list ;  nor 
was  it  because  of  the  charm  of  their  manners  or  the  fas- 
cination of  their  conversation.  When  the  Professor 
noticed  any  physical  peculiarity  about  a  student, 
such  as  a  lisp,  or  a  glass  eye,  or  one  leg  longer  than  the 
other,  or  a  broken  nose,  he  was  at  once  struck  by  it, 
and  asked  liim  to  breakfast.  They  were  very  lively 
breakfasts,  tlie  eggs  being  served  in  tureens  ;  but 
sometimes  it  was  a  collection  of  tlic  maimed  and 
crooked,  and  one  person  at  the  table — not  the  host 
liimself — used    to    tremble    lest,    making    mirrors   of 
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each  other,  the  guests  should  see  why  they  were 
invited. 

Sometimes,  instead  of  asking  a  student  to  break- 
fast, Blackie  would  instruct  another  student  to 
request  his  company  to  tea.  Then  the  two  students 
were  told  to  talk  about  paulo-post  futures  in  the  cool 
of  the  evening,  and  to  read  their  Greek  Testament  and 
to  go  to  the  pantomime.  The  Professor  never  tired 
of  giving  his  students  advice  about  the  preservation 
of  their  bodily  health.  He  strongly  recommended  a 
cold  bath  at  six  o'clock  every  morning.  In  winter, 
he  remarked  genially,  you  can  break  the  ice  with  a 
hammer.  According  to  himself,  only  one  enthusiast 
seems  to  have  followed  his  advice,  and  he  died. 

In  Blackie's  classroom  there  used  to  be  a  demon- 
stration every  time  he  mentioned  the  name  of  a 
distinguished  politician.  Whether  the  demonstration 
took  the  Professor  by  surprise,  or  whether  he  waited 
for  it,  will  never,  perhaps,  be  known.  But  Blackie 
at  least  put  out  the  gleam  in  his  eye,  and  looked  as  if 
he  were  angry.  '  I  will  say  Beaconsfield,'  he  would 
exclaim  (cheers  and  hisses).  '  Beaconsfield  '  (uproar). 
Then  he  would  stride  forward,  and,  seizing  the  railing, 
announce  his  intention  of  saying  Beaconsfield  until 
every  goose  in  the  room  was  tired  of  cackling. 
('  Question.')  '  Beaconsfield.'  ('  No  no.')  '  Beacons- 
field.' ('  Hear,  hear,'  and  shouts  of  '  Gladstone.') 
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'  Beaconsfield.'  ('  Three  cheers  for  Dizzy.')  Event- 
ually the  class  would  be  dismissed  as — (1)  idiots, 
(2)  a  bear  garden,  (3)  a  flock  of  sheep,  (4)  a  pack  of 
numskulls,  (5)  hissing  serpents.  The  Professor  would 
retire,  apparently  fuming,  to  his  anteroom,  and  five 
minutes  afterwards  he  would  be  playing  himself 
down  the  North  Bridge  on  imaginary  bagpipes.  This 
sort  of  thing  added  a  sauce  to  all  academic  sessions. 
There  was  a  notebook  also,  which  appeared  year 
after  year.  It  contained  the  Professor's  jokes  of 
a  former  session,  carefully  classified  by  an  admiring 
student.  It  was  handed  down  from  one  year's  men 
to  the  next,  and  thus  if  Blackie  began  to  make  a  joke 
about  haggis,  the  possessor  of  the  book  had  only 
swiftly  to  turn  to  the  H's,  find  what  the  joke  was, 
and  send  it  along  the  class  quicker  than  the  Professor 
could  speak  it. 

In  the  old  days  the  Greek  professor  recited  a  poem 
in  honour  of  the  end  of  the  session.  He  composed 
it  himself,  and,  as  known  to  me,  it  took  the  form  of  a 
graduate's  farewell  to  his  Alma  Mater.  Sometimes 
he  would  knock  a  map  down  as  if  overcome  witli 
emotion,  and  at  critical  moments  a  student  in  the 
back- benches  would  accompany  him  on  a  penny 
trumpet.  Now,  I  believe,  the  Hellenic  Club  takes 
the  place  of  the  classroom.  All  the  eminent  persons 
in  Edinburgh  attends  its  meetings,  and  Blackie,  the 
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Athenian,  is  in  the  chair.  The  poHceman  in  Douglas 
Crescent  looks  skeered  when  you  ask  him  what  takes 
place  on  these  occasions.  It  is  generally  understood 
that  toward  the  end  of  the  meeting  they  agree  to 
read  Greek  next  time. 
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PROFESSOR   CALDERWOOD 

Here  is  a  true  story  that  the  general  reader  may 
jump,  as  it  is  intended  for  Professor  Calderwood  him- 
self. Some  years  ago  an  English  daily  paper  reviewed 
a  book  entitled  A  Handbook  of  Moral  Philosophy. 
The  Professor  knows  the  work.  The  '  notice  '  was 
done  by  the  junior  reporter,  to  whom  philosophical 
treatises  are  generally  entrusted.  He  dealt  leniently, 
on  the  whole,  with  Professor  Calderwood,  even  giving 
him  a  word  of  encouragement  here  and  there.  Still 
the  criticism  was  severe.  The  reviewer  subsequently 
went  to  Edinburgh  University,  and  came  out  114th 
in  the  class  of  Moral  Philosophy. 

That  student  is  now,  I  believe,  on  friendly  terms 
with  Professor  Calderwood,  but  has  never  told  him 
this  story.  I  fancy  the  Professor  would  like  to  know 
his  name.  It  may,  perhaps,  be  reached  in  this  way. 
He  was  the  young  gentleman  who  went  to  his  classes 
the  first  day  in  a  black  coat  and  silk  hat,  and  was 
cheered  round  the  quadrangle  by  a  body  of  admiring 
fcUow-studcuts,  who  took  liini  for  a  profcbsor. 
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Calderwood  contrives  to  get  himself  more  in  touch 
with  the  mass  of  his  students  than  some  of  his  fellow- 
professors,  partly  because  he  puts  a  high  ideal  before 
himself,  and  to  some  extent  because  his  subject  is 
one  that  Scottish  students  revel  in.  Long  before 
they  join  his  class  they  know  that  they  are  moral 
philosophers  ;  indeed,  they  are  sometimes  surer  of 
it  before  they  enrol  than  afterwards.  Their  essays 
begin  in  some  such  fashion  as  this — '  In  joining  issue 
with  Reid,  I  wish  to  take  no  unfair  advantage  of  my 
antagonist '  ;  or  '  Kant  is  sadly  at  fault  when  he  says 
that ' ;  or  '  It  is  strange  that  a  man  of  Locke's  attain- 
ments should  have  been  blind  to  the  fact.'  When  the 
Professor  reads  out  these  tit-bits  to  the  class  his  eyes 
twinkle.  Some  students,  of  course,  are  not  such  keen 
philosophers  as  others.  Does  Professor  Calderwood 
remember  the  one  who  was  never  struck  by  anything 
in  moral  philosophy  until  he  learned  by  accident  that 
Descartes  lay  in  bed  till  about  twelve  o'clock  every 
morning  ?  Then  it  dawned  on  him  that  he,  too, 
must  have  been  a  philosopher  all  his  life  without 
knowing  it.  One  year  a  father  and  son  were  in  the 
class.  The  father  got  so  excited  over  volition  and 
the  line  that  divides  right  from  wrong,  that  he 
wrenched  the  desk  before  him  from  its  sockets  and  hit 
it  triumphantly,  meaning  that  he  and  the  Professor 
were  at  one.  He  was  generally  admired  by  his 
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fellow-students,  because  he  was  the  only  one  in  the 
class  who  could  cry  out  '  Hear,  hear,'  and  even 
'  Question,'  without  blushing.  The  son,  on  the  other 
hand,  was  blase,  and  would  have  been  an  agnostic, 
only  he  could  never  remember  the  name.  Once  a 
week  Calderwood  turns  his  class  into  a  debating 
society,  and  argues  things  out  with  his  students. 
This  field-day  is  a  joy  to  them.  Some  of  them  spend 
the  six  days  previous  in  preparing  posers.  The  worst 
of  the  Professor  is  that  he  never  sees  that  they  are 
posers.  What  is  the  use  of  getting  up  a  question  of 
the  most  subtle  kind,  when  he  answers  it  right  away  ? 
It  makes  you  sit  down  quite  suddenly.  There  is  an 
occasional  student  who  tries  to  convert  liberty  of 
speech  on  the  discussion  day  into  licence,  and  of  him 
the  Professor  makes  short  work.  The  student  means 
to  turn  the  laugh  on  Calderwood,  and  then  Calder- 
wood takes  advantage  of  him,  and  the  other  students 
laugh  at  the  wrong  person.  It  is  the  older  students, 
as  a  rule,  who  are  most  violently  agitated  over  these 
pliilosf)phical  debates.  One  with  a  beard  cracks  his 
lingers,  after  the  manner  of  a  child  in  a  village  school 
that  knows  who  won  the  battle  of  Bannockburn, 
and  feels  that  he  must  burst  if  he  does  not  let  it  out 
at  once.  A  bald-headed  man  rises  every  minute  to 
put  a  question,  and  tiicn  sits  down,  looking  stupid. 
lie  lias  been  trying  so  hard  to  remember  what  it  is, 
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that  he  has  forgotten.  There  is  a  legend  of  two  who 
quarrelled  over  the  Will  and  fought  it  out  on  Arthur's 
Seat. 

One  year,  however,  a  boy  of  sixteen  or  so,  with  a 
squeaky  voice  and  a  stammer,  was  Calderwood's 
severest  critic.  He  sat  on  the  back  bench,  and  what 
he  wanted  to  know  was  something  about  the  infinite. 
Every  discussion  day  he  took  advantage  of  a  lull  in 
the  debate  to  squeak  out,  '  With  regard  to  the  infinite,' 
and  then  could  never  get  any  farther.  No  one  ever 
discovered  what  he  wanted  enlightenment  on  about 
the  infinite.  He  grew  despondent  as  the  session  wore 
on,  but  courageously  stuck  to  his  point.  Probably 
he  is  a  soured  man  now.  For  purposes  of  exposition 
Calderwood  has  a  blackboard  in  his  lecture-room, 
on  which  he  chalks  circles  that  represent  the  feelings 
and  the  will,  with  arrows  shooting  between  them. 
In  my  class  there  was  a  boy,  a  very  little  boy,  who 
had  been  a  dux  at  school  and  was  a  dunce  at  college. 
He  could  not  make  moral  philosophy  out  at  all,  but 
did  his  best.  Here  were  his  complete  notes  for  one 
day  : — '  Edinburgh  University,  class  of  Moral  Philo- 
sophy, Professor  Calderwood,  Lecture  64,  Jan.  11, 
18 — .  You  rub  out  the  arrow,  and  there  is  only  the 
circle  left.' 

Professor  Calderwood  is  passionately  fond  of  music, 
as  those  who  visit  at  his  house  know.     He  is  of  opinion 
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that  there  is  a  great  deal  of  moral  philosophy  in  '  The 
Dead  March  in  Saul.'  Once  he  said  something  to 
that  effect  in  his  class,  adding  enthusiastically  that 
he  could  excuse  the  absence  of  a  student  who  had 
been  away  hearing  '  The  Dead  March  in  Saul.'  After 
that  he  received  a  good  many  letters  from  students, 
worded  in  this  way  :  '  Mr.  McNaughton  (bench  7) 
presents  his  compliments  to  Professor  Calderwood, 
and  begs  to  state  that  his  absence  from  the  class 
yesterday  was  owing  to  his  being  elsewhere,  hearing 
**  The  Dead  March  in  Saul." '  '  Dear  Professor 
Calderwood— I  regret  my  absence  from  the  lecture 
to-day,  but  hope  you  will  overlook  it,  as  I  was  un- 
avoidably detained  at  home,  practising  "  The  Dead 
March  in  Saul." — Yours  truly,  Peter  Webster.' 
'  Professor  Calderwood, — Dear  Sir, — As  I  was  coming 
to  the  lecture  to-day,  I  heard  "  The  Dead  March  in 
Saul  "  being  played  in  the  street.  You  will,  I  am 
sure,  make  allowance  for  my  non-attendance  at  the 
class,  as  I  was  too  much  affected  to  come.  It  is 
indeed  a  grand  march.— Yours  faithfully,  John 
Robbie.'  '  The  students  whose  names  are  subjoined 
thank  the  Professor  of  Moral  Philosophy  most  cordially 
for  liis  remarks  on  the  elevating  power  of  music. 
They  have  been  encouraged  thereby  to  start  a  class 
for  tlie  proper  study  of  the  impressive  and  solenm 
march  to  which  he  called  special  attention,  and  hope 
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he  will  excuse  them,  should  their  practisings  occasion- 
ally prevent  their  attendance  at  the  Friday  lectures.' 
Professor  Calderwood  does  not  lecture  on  '  The  Dead 
March  in  Saul '  now. 

The  class  of  Moral  Philosophy  is  not  for  the  few, 
but  the  many.  Some  professors  do  not  mind  what 
becomes  of  the  nine  students,  so  long  as  they  can 
force  on  every  tenth.  Calderwood,  however,  con- 
siders it  his  duty  to  carry  the  whole  class  along  with 
him,  and  it  is,  as  a  consequence,  almost  impossible 
to  fall  behind.  The  lectures  are  not  delivered,  in  the 
ordinary  sense,  but  dictated.  Having  explained  the 
subject  of  the  day  with  the  lucidity  that  is  this  pro- 
fessor's peculiar  gift,  he  condenses  his  remarks  into  a 
proposition.  It  is  as  if  a  minister  ended  his  sermon 
with  the  text.  Thus  : — '  Proposition  34.  Man  is  born 
into  the  world — (You  have  got  that  ?  See  that  you 
have  all  got  it.)  Man  is  born  into  the  world  with  a 
capacity — with  a  capacity — '  (Anxious  student :  '  If 
you  please,  Professor,  where  did  you  say  man  was 
born  into  ?  ')  '  Into  the  world,  with  a  capacity  to 
distinguish  ' — ('  With  a  what,  sir  ?  ') — '  with  a  capacity 
to  distinguish  '  —  (Student :  '  Who  is  born  into  the 
world  ?  ')  '  Perhaps  I  have  been  reading  too  quickly. 
Man  is  born  into  the  world,  with  a  capacity  to  dis- 
tinguish between — distinguish  between  (student  shuts 
his  book,  thinking  that  completes  the  proposition)— 
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distinguish  between  right  and  wrong— right— and 
wrong.     You  have  all  got  Proposition  34,  gentlemen  ?  ' 

Once  Calderwood  was  questioning  a  student  about 
a  proposition  to  see  that  he  thoroughly  understood 
it.  *  Give  an  illustration,'  suggested  the  Professor. 
The  student  took  the  case  of  a  murderer.  '  Very 
good,'  said  the  Professor.  '  Now  give  me  another 
illustration.'  The  student  pondered  for  a  little. 
'  Well,'  he  said  at  length,  '  take  the  case  of  another 
murderer.' 

Professor  Calderwood  has  such  an  exceptional 
interest  in  his  students  that  he  asks  every  one  of  them 
to  his  house.  This  is  but  one  of  many  things  that 
makes  him  generally  popular ;  he  also  invites  his 
ladies'  class  to  meet  them.  The  lady  whom  you  take 
down  to  supper  suggests  Proposition  41  as  a  nice 
thing  to  talk  about,  and  asks  what  you  think  of  the 
metaphysics  of  ethics.  Professor  Calderwood  sees  the 
ladies  into  the  cabs  himself.  It  is  the  only  thing  I 
ever  heard  against  him. 
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Just  as  I  opened  my  desk  to  write  enthusiastically 
of  Tait,  I  remembered  having  recently  deciphered  a 
pencil  note  about  him,  in  my  own  handwriting,  on 
the  cover  of  Masson's  Chronological  List,  which  I  still 
keep  by  me.  I  turned  to  the  note  to  see  if  there 
was  life  in  it  yet.  '  Walls,'  it  says,  '  got  2s.  for  T. 
and  T.  at  Brown's,  16  Walker  Street.'  I  don't  recall 
Walls,  but  T.  and  T.  was  short  for  Thomson  and  Taifs 
Elements  of  Natural  Philosophy  (Elements  !),  better 
known  in  my  year  as  the  Studenfs  First  Glimpse  of 
Hades.  Evidently  Walls  sold  his  copy,  but  why  did 
I  take  such  note  of  the  address?  I  fear  T.  and  T. 
is  one  of  the  Books  Which  Have  Helped  Me.  This 
somewhat  damps  my  ardour. 

When  Tait  was  at  Cambridge  it  was  flung  in  the 
face  of  the  mathematicians  that  they  never  stood  high 
in  Scriptural  knowledge.  Tait  and  another  were  the 
two  of  whom  one  must  be  first  wrangler,  and  they 
agreed  privately  to  wipe  this  stigma  from  mathe- 
matics. They  did  it  by  taking  year  about  the  prize 
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which  was  said  to  hang  out  of  their  reach.  It  is 
always  interesting  to  know  of  professors  who  have 
done  well  in  Biblical  knowledge.  All  Scottish  students 
at  the  English  Universities  are  not  so  successful.  I 
knew  a  Snell  man  who  was  sent  back  from  the  Oxford 
entrance  exam,,  and  he  always  held  himself  that  the 
Biblical  questions  had  done  it. 

Turner  is  said  by  medicals  to  be  the  finest  lecturer 
in  the  University.  He  will  never  be  that  so  long 
as  Tait  is  in  the  Natural  Philosophy  chair.  Never, 
I  think,  can  there  have  been  a  more  superb  demon- 
strator. I  have  his  burly  figure  before  me.  The 
small  twinkling  eyes  had  a  fascinating  gleam  in  them  ; 
he  could  concentrate  them  until  they  held  the  object 
looked  at ;  when  they  flashed  round  the  room  he 
seemed  to  have  drawn  a  rapier.  I  have  seen  a  man 
fall  back  in  alarm  under  Tait's  eyes,  though  there 
were  a  dozen  benches  between  them.  These  eyes 
could  be  merry  as  a  boy's,  though,  as  when  he  turned 
a  tube  of  water  on  students  who  would  insist  on 
crowding  too  near  an  experiment,  for  Tait's  was 
the  humour  of  high  spirits.  I  could  conceive  him 
at  marbles  still,  and  feeling  annoyed  at  defeat.  He 
could  not  fancy  anything  much  fumiier  than  a  man 
missing  his  chair.  Outside  his  own  subject  he  is  not, 
one  feels,  a  six-footer.  When  Mr.  R.  L.  Stevenson's 
memoir  of  the  late  Mr.  Flccming  Jcnkin  was  published, 

3« 


AN  EDINBURGH  ELEVEN 

Tait  said  at  great  length  that  he  did  not  hke  it ;  he 
would  have  had  the  sketch  by  a  scientific  man.  But 
though  scientists  may  be  the  only  men  nowadays 
who  have  anything  to  say,  they  are  also  the  only  men 
who  can't  say  it.  Scientific  men  out  of  their  sphere 
know  for  a  fact  that  novels  are  not  true,  so  they 
draw  back  from  novelists  who  write  biography. 
Professor  Tait  and  Mr.  Stevenson  are  both  men 
of  note,  who  walk  different  ways,  and  when  they 
meet  neither  likes  to  take  the  curbstone.  If  they 
were  tied  together  for  life  in  a  three-legged  race, 
which  would  suffer  the  more  ? 

But  if  Tait's  science  weighs  him  to  the  earth,  he 
has  a  genius  for  sticking  to  his  subject,  and  I  am  lost 
in  admiration  every  time  I  bring  back  his  lectures. 
It  comes  as  natural  to  his  old  students  to  say  when 
they  meet,  '  What  a  lecturer  Tait  was  !  '  as  to  English- 
men to  joke  about  the  bagpipes.  It  is  not  possible 
to  draw  a  perfect  circle,  Chrystal  used  to  say,  after 
drawing  a  very  fine  one.  To  the  same  extent  it  was 
not  possible  for  Tait  never  to  fail  in  his  experiments. 
The  atmosphere  would  be  too  much  for  him  once  in 
a  session,  or  there  were  other  hostile  influences  at 
work.  Tait  warned  us  of  these  before  proceeding 
to  experiment,  but  we  merely  smiled.  We  believed 
in  him  as  though  he  were  a  Bradshaw  announcing  that 
he  would  not  be  held  responsible  for  possible  errors. 
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I  had  forgotten  Lindsay  ;  '  the  mother  may  forget 
her  child.'  As  I  write  he  has  shpped  back  into  his 
chair  on  the  Professor's  right,  and  I  could  photograph 
him  now  in  his  bro\vTi  suit.  Lindsay  was  the  imper- 
turbable man  who  assisted  Tait  in  his  experiments, 
and  his  father  held  the  post  before  him.  When 
there  were  many  of  us  together,  we  could  applaud 
Lindsay  with  burlesque  exaggeration,  and  he  treated 
us  good-humouredly,  as  making  something  consider- 
able between  us.  But  I  once  had  to  face  Lindsay 
alone,  in  quest  of  my  certificate  ;  and  suddenly  he 
towered  above  me,  as  a  waiter  may  grow  tall  when 
you  find  that  you  have  not  money  enough  to  pay 
the  bill.  He  treated  me  most  kindly  ;  did  not  reply, 
of  course,  but  got  the  certificate,  and  handed  it  to  me 
as  a  cashier  contemptuously  shovels  you  your  pile 
of  gold.  Long  ago  I  pasted  up  a  crack  in  my  window 
with  the  certificate,  but  it  said,  I  remember,  that  I 
had  behaved  respectably — so  far  as  I  had  come  under 
the  eyes  of  the  Professor.  Tait  was  always  an  en- 
thusiast. 

We  have  been  keeping  Lindsay  waiting.  When  he 
had  nothing  special  to  do  he  sat  indifferently  in  his 
chair,  with  the  face  of  a  precentor  after  the  sermon 
has  begun.  But  though  it  was  not  very  likely  that 
Lindsay  would  pay  much  attention  to  talk  about 
such  playthings  as  the  laws  of  Nature,  his  fingers  went 
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out  in  the  direction  of  the  Professor  when  the  experi- 
ments began.  Then  he  was  not  the  precentor ;  he 
was  a  minister  in  one  of  the  pews.  Lindsay  was  an 
inscrutable  man,  and  I  shall  not  dare  to  say  that  he 
even  half- wished  to  see  Tait  fail.  He  only  looked  on, 
ready  for  any  emergency ;  but  if  the  experiment 
would  not  come  off,  he  was  as  quick  to  go  to  the 
Professor's  assistance  as  a  member  of  Parliament  is  to 
begin  when  he  has  caught  the  Speaker's  eye.  Perhaps 
Tait  would  have  none  of  his  aid,  or  pushed  the  mechan- 
ism for  the  experiment  from  him — an  intimation  to 
Lindsay  to  carry  it  quickly  to  the  ante-room.  Do 
you  think  Lindsay  read  the  instructions  so  ?  Let  me 
tell  you  that  your  mind  fails  to  seize  hold  of  Lindsay. 
He  marched  the  machine  out  of  Tait's  vicinity  as  a 
mother  may  push  her  erring  boy  away  from  his 
father's  arms,  to  take  him  to  her  heart  as  soon  as 
the  door  is  closed.  Lindsay  took  the  machine  to  his 
seat,  and  laid  it  before  him  on  the  desk  with  well- 
concealed  apathy.  Tait  would  flash  his  eye  to  the 
right  to  see  what  Lindsay  was  after,  and  there  was 
Lindsay  sitting  with  his  arms  folded.  The  Pro- 
fessor's lecture  resumed  its  way,  and  then  out  went 
Lindsay's  hands  to  the  machine.  Here  he  tried  a 
wheel ;  again  he  turned  a  screw ;  in  time  he  had 
the  machine  ready  for  another  trial.  No  one  was 
looking  his  way,  when  suddenly  there  was  a  whizz— 
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bang,  bang.  All  eyes  were  turned  upon  Lindsay, 
the  Professor's  among  them.  A  cheer  broke  out  as 
we  realised  that  Lindsay  had  done  the  experiment. 
Was  he  flushed  with  triumph  ?  Not  a  bit  of  it ;  he 
was  again  sitting  with  his  arms  folded.  A  Glasgow 
merchant  of  modest  manners,  when  cross-examined 
in  a  law-court,  stated  that  he  had  a  considerable 
monetary  interest  in  a  certain  concern.  '  How  much 
do  you  mean  by  a  "  considerable  monetary  interest "  ?  ' 
demanded  the  contemptuous  barrister  who  was  cross- 
examining  him.  '  Oh,'  said  the  witness  humbly, 
*  a  maiter  o'  a  million  an'  a  half — or  say,  twa  million.' 
That  Glasgow  man  in  the  witness-box  is  the  only 
person  I  can  think  of  when  looking  about  me  for  a 
parallel  to  Lindsay.  While  the  Professor  eyed  him 
and  the  students  deliriously  beat  the  floor,  Lindsay 
quietly  gathered  the  mechanism  together  and  carried 
it  to  the  ante-room.  His  head  was  not  flung  back 
nor  his  chest  forward,  like  one  who  walked  to  music. 
In  his  hour  of  triumph  he  was  still  imperturbable. 
I  lie  back  in  my  chair  to-day,  after  the  lapse  of  years, 
and  ask  myself  again,  How  did  Lindsay  behave  after 
he  entered  the  ante-room,  shutting  the  door  behind 
him  ?  Did  he  give  way  ?  There  is  no  one  to  say. 
When  he  returned  to  the  classroom  he  wore  his 
familiar  face  ;   a  man  to  ponder  over. 

There  is  a  legend  about  the  Natural  Philosophy 
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classroom— the  period  long  antecedent  to  Tait.  The 
Professor,  annoyed  by  a  habit  students  had  got  into 
of  leaving  their  hats  on  his  desk,  announced  that  the 
next  hat  placed  there  would  be  cut  in  pieces  by  him 
in  presence  of  the  class.  The  warning  had  its  effect, 
until  one  day  when  the  Professor  was  called  for  a 
few  minutes  from  the  room.  An  undergraduate,  to 
whom  the  natural  sciences,  unrelieved,  were  a  monoton- 
ous study,  slipped  into  the  ante-room,  from  which 
he  emerged  with  the  Professor's  hat.  This  he  placed 
on  the  desk,  and  then  stole  in  a  panic  to  his  seat.  An 
awe  fell  upon  the  class.  The  Professor  returned,  but 
when  he  saw  the  hat  he  stopped.  He  showed  no 
anger.  '  Gentlemen,'  he  said,  '  I  told  you  what  would 
happen  if  you  again  disobeyed  my  orders.'  Quite 
blandly  he  took  a  pen-knife  from  his  pocket,  slit  the 
hat  into  several  pieces,  and  flung  them  into  the  sink. 
While  the  hat  was  under  the  knife  the  students  forgot 
to  demonstrate,  but  as  it  splashed  into  the  sink  they 
gave  forth  a  true  British  cheer.     The  end. 

Close  to  the  door  of  the  Natural  Philosophy  room 
is  a  window  that  in  my  memory  will  ever  be  sacred 
to  a  janitor.  The  janitors  of  the  University  were  of 
varied  interest,  from  the  merry  one  who  treated  us 
as  if  we  were  his  equals,  and  the  soldier  who  sometimes 
looked  as  if  he  would  like  to  mow  us  down,  to  the 
Head  Man  of  All,  whose  name  I  dare  not  write,  though 
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I  can  whisper  it.  The  janitor  at  the  window,  how- 
ever, sat  there  through  the  long  evenings  while  the 
Debating  Society  (of  which  I  was  a  member)  looked 
after  affairs  of  State  in  an  adjoining  room.  We  were 
the  smallest  society  in  the  University  and  the  longest- 
winded,  and  I  was  once  nearly  expelled  for  not  paying 
my  subscription.  Our  grand  debate  was,  '  Is  the 
policy  of  the  Government  worthy  the  confidence  of 
this  Society  ?  '  and  we  also  read  about  six  essays 
yearly  on  '  The  Genius  of  Robert  Burns  '  ;  but  it  was 
on  private  business  that  we  came  out  strongest.  The 
question  that  agitated  us  most  was  whether  the  meet- 
ings should  be  opened  with  prayer,  and  the  men  who 
thought  they  should  would  not  so  much  as  look  at 
the  men  who  thought  they  should  not.  When  the 
janitor  was  told  that  we  had  begun  our  private  business 
he  returned  to  his  window  and  slept.  His  great  day 
was  when  we  could  not  form  a  quorum,  which  hap- 
pened now  and  then. 

Gregory  was  a  member  of  that  society  :  what  has 
become  of  Gregory  ?  He  was  one  of  those  men  who 
professors  say  have  a  brilliant  future  before  them, 
and  who  have  not  since  been  heard  of.  Morton, 
another  member,  was  of  a  different  stamp.  He  led 
in  the  debate  on  '  Beauty  of  the  Mind  v.  Beauty  of 
the  Body.'  His  writhing  contempt  for  the  beauty 
that  is  only  skin  deep  is  not  to  be  forgotten.     How 
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noble  were  his  rhapsodies  on  the  beauty  of  the  mind  ! 
And  when  he  went  to  Calderwood's  to  supper,  how 
quick  he  was  to  pick  out  the  prettiest  girl,  who  took 
ten  per  cent,  in  Moral  Philosophy,  and  to  sit  beside 
her  all  the  evening.  Morton  had  a  way  of  calling 
on  his  friends  the  night  before  a  degree  examination 
to  ask  them  to  put  him  up  to  as  much  as  would  pull 
him  through. 

Tait  used  to  get  greatly  excited  over  the  rectorial 
elections,  and  if  he  could  have  disguised  himself, 
would  have  hked,  I  think,  to  join  in  the  fight  roimd 
the  Brewster  statue.  He  would  have  bled  for  the 
Conservative  cause,  as  his  utterances  on  University 
reform  have  shown.  The  reformers  have  some  cause 
for  thinking  that  Tait  is  a  greater  man  in  his  class- 
room than  when  he  addresses  the  graduates.  He  has 
said  that  the  less  his  students  know  of  his  subject 
when  they  join  his  class,  the  less,  probably,  they  will 
have  to  unlearn.  Such  views  are  behind  the  times 
that  feed  their  children  on  geographical  biscuits  in 
educational  nurseries  with  astronomical  ceilings  and 
historical  wall-papers. 
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Not  long  ago  I  was  back  in  the  old  University — how 
well  I  remember  pointing  it  out  as  the  gaol  to  a 
stranger  who  had  asked  me  to  show  him  romid.  I 
was  in  one  of  the  library  ante-rooms,  when  some  one 
knocked,  and  I  looked  up,  to  see  Campbell  Fraser 
framed  in  the  doorway.  I  had  not  looked  on  that 
venerable  figure  for  half  a  dozen  years.  I  had  for- 
gotten all  my  metaphysics.  Yet  it  all  came  back 
with  a  rush.  I  was  on  my  feet,  wondering  if  I  existed 
strictly  so-called. 

Caldcrwood  and  Fraser  had  both  their  followings. 
The  moral  philosophers  wore  an  air  of  certainty,  for  they 
knew  that  if  they  stuck  to  Caldcrwood  he  would  pull 
them  through.  You  cannot  lose  yourself  in  the  back- 
garden.  But  the  metaphysicians  had  their  doubts. 
Fraser  led  them  into  strange  places,  and  said  he  would 
meet  them  there  again  next  day.  They  wandered 
to  their  lodgings,  and  got  into  difficulties  with  their 
landlady  for  saying  that  she  was  only  an  aggregate 
of  sense  phenomena.     Fraser  was  rather  a  hazardous 
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cure  for  weak  intellects.  Young  men  whose  anchor 
had  been  certainty  of  themselves  went  into  that 
class  floating  buoyantly  on  the  sea  of  facts,  and  came 
out  all  adrift— on  the  sea  of  theory — in  an  open  boat 
—rudderless — one  oar — ^the  boat  scuttled.  How  could 
they  think  there  was  any  chance  for  them,  when  the 
Professor  was  not  even  sure  of  himself  ?  I  see  him 
rising  in  a  daze  from  his  chair  and  putting  his  hands 
through  his  hair.  '  Do  I  exist,'  he  said  thoughtfully, 
'  strictly  so-called  ?  '  The  students  (if  it  was  the 
beginning  of  the  session)  looked  a  little  startled. 
This  was  a  matter  that  had  not  previously  disturbed 
them.  Still,  if  the  Professor  was  in  doubt,  there  must 
be  something  in  it.  He  began  to  argue  it  out,  and  an 
uncomfortable  silence  held  the  room  in  awe.  If  he 
did  not  exist,  the  chances  were  that  they  did  not 
exist  either.  It  was  thus  a  personal  question.  The 
Professor  glanced  round  slowly  for  an  illustration. 
'  Am  I  a  table  ?  '  A  pained  look  travelled  over  the 
class.  Was  it  just  possible  that  they  were  all  tables  ? 
It  is  no  wonder  that  the  students  who  do  not  go  to 
the  bottom  during  their  first  month  of  metaphysics 
begin  to  give  themselves  airs  strictly  so-called. 
In  the  privacy  of  their  room  at  the  top  of  the 
house  they  pinch  themselves  to  see  if  they  are  still 
there. 

He  would,  I  think,  be  a  sorry  creature  who  did  not 
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find  something  to  admire  in  Campbell  Eraser.  Meta- 
physics may  not  trouble  you,  as  it  troubles  him,  but 
you  do  not  sit  under  the  man  without  seeing  his 
transparent  honesty  and  feeling  that  he  is  genuine. 
In  appearance  and  in  habit  of  thought  he  is  an  ideal 
philosopher,  and  his  communings  with  himself  have 
lifted  him  to  a  level  of  serenity  that  is  worth  strug- 
gling for.  Of  all  the  arts  professors  in  Edinburgh  he 
is  probably  the  most  difficult  to  understand,  and 
students  in  a  hurry  have  called  his  lectures  childish. 
If  so,  it  may  be  all  the  better  for  them.  For  the  first 
half  of  the  hour,  they  say,  he  tells  you  what  he  is 
going  to  do,  and  for  the  second  half  he  revises.  Cer- 
tainly he  is  vastly  explanatory,  but  then  he  is  not 
so  young  as  they  are,  and  so  he  has  his  doubts.  They 
are  so  cock-sure  that  they  wonder  to  see  him  hesitate. 
Often  there  is  a  mist  on  the  mountain  when  it  is  all 
clear  in  the  valley. 

Eraser's  great  work  is  his  edition  of  Berkeley,  a 
labour  of  love  that  should  live  after  him.  He  has  two 
Berkeleys,  the  large  one  and  the  little  one,  and,  to  do 
him  justice,  it  was  the  little  one  he  advised  us  to 
consult.  I  never  read  the  large  one  myself,  which  is 
in  a  number  of  monster  tomes,  but  I  often  had  a  look 
at  it  in  the  library,  and  I  was  proud  to  think  that  an 
Edinburgh  professor  was  the  editor.  When  Glasgow 
men   came   through   to   talk   of  their   professors   we 
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showed  them  the  big  Berkeley,  and  after  that  they 
were  reasonable.  There  was  one  man  in  my  year 
who  really  began  the  large  Berkeley,  but  after  a  time 
he  was  missing,  and  it  is  believed  that  some  day  he 
will  be  found  flattened  between  the  pages  of  the  first 
volume. 

The  Selections  was  the  text-book  we  used  in  the 
class.  It  is  sufficient  to  prove  that  Berkeley  wrote 
beautiful  English.  I  am  not  sure  that  any  one  has 
written  such  English  since.  We  have  our  own 
'  stylists,'  but  how  self-conscious  they  are  after 
Berkeley.  It  is  seven  years  since  I  opened  my 
Selections^  but  I  see  that  I  was  once  more  of  a  meta- 
physician than  I  have  been  giving  myself  credit  for. 
The  book  is  scribbled  over  with  posers  in  my  hand- 
writing about  dualism  and  primary  realities.  Some 
of  the  comments  are  in  shorthand,  which  I  must  at 
one  time  have  been  able  to  read,  but  all  are  equally 
unintelligible  now.  Here  is  one  of  my  puzzlers  : — 
'  Does  B  here  mean  impercipient  and  unperceived 
subject  or  conscious  and  percipient  subject  ?  '  Observe 
the  friendly  B.  I  dare  say  farther  on  I  shall  find 
myself  referring  to  the  Professor  as  F.  I  wonder  if 
I  ever  discovered  what  B  meant.  I  could  not  now 
tell  what  I  meant  myself. 

As  many  persons  are  aware,  the  Selections  consist 
of  Berkeley's  text  with  the  Professor's  notes  thereon. 
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The  notes  are  explanatory  of  the  text,  and  the  student 
must  find  them  an  immense  help.  Here,  for  instance, 
is  a  note  : — '  Phenomenal  or  sense  dependent  existence 
can  be  substantiated  and  caused  only  by  a  self- 
conscious  spirit,  for  otherwise  there  could  be  no  pro- 
positions about  it  expressive  of  what  is  conceivable  ; 
on  the  other  hand,  to  affirm  that  phenomenal  or  sense 
dependent  existence,  which  alone  we  know,  and  which 
alone  is  conceivable,  is,  or  even  represents,  an  incon- 
ceivable non-phenomenal  or  abstract  existence,  would 
be  to  affirm  a  contradiction  in  terms.'  There  we 
have  it. 

As  a  metaphysician  I  was  something  of  a  disappoint- 
ment. I  began  well,  standing,  if  I  recollect  aright, 
in  the  three  examinations,  first,  seventeenth,  and 
seventy-seventh.  A  man  who  sat  beside  me — man 
was  the  word  we  used — gazed  at  me  reverently  when 
I  came  out  first,  and  I  could  see  by  his  eye  that  he 
was  not  sure  whether  I  existed  properly  so-called. 
By  the  second  exam,  his  doubts  had  gone,  and  by 
the  third  he  was  surer  of  me  than  of  himself.  He 
came  out  fifty-seventh,  this  being  the  grand  triumph 
of  his  college  course.  He  was  the  same  whose  key 
translated  eras  donaheris  haedo  '  To-morrow  you  will 
be  presented  with  a  kid,'  but  who,  thinking  that  a 
little  vulgar,  refined  it  down  to  *  To-morrow  you  will 
be  presented  with  a  small  child.' 
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In  the  metaphysics  class  I  was  hke  the  fountains 
in  the  quadrangle,  which  ran  dry  toward  the  middle 
of  the  session.  While  things  were  still  looking  hopeful 
for  me,  I  had  an  invitation  to  breakfast  with  the 
Professor.  If  the  fates  had  been  so  propitious  as  to 
forward  me  that  invitation,  it  is  possible  that  I  might 
be  a  metaphysician  to  this  day,  but  I  had  changed 
my  lodgings,  and  when  I  heard  of  the  affair,  all  was 
over.  The  Professor  asked  me  to  stay  behind  one 
day  after  the  lecture,  and  told  me  that  he  had  got  his 
note  back  with  '  Left :  no  address,'  on  it.  '  How- 
ever,' he  said, '  you  may  keep  this,'  presenting  me  with 
the  invitation  for  the  Saturday  previously.  I  mention 
this  to  show  that  even  professors  have  hearts.  That 
letter  is  preserved  with  the  autographs  of  three  editors, 
none  of  which  anybody  can  read. 

There  was  once  a  medical  student  who  came  up  to 
my  rooms  early  in  the  session,  and  I  proved  to  him 
in  half  an  hour  that  he  did  not  exist.  He  got  quite 
frightened,  and  I  can  still  see  his  white  face  as  he  sat 
staring  at  me  in  the  gloaming.  This  shows  what 
metaphysics  can  do.  He  has  recovered,  however,  and 
is  sheep-farming  now,  his  examiners  never  having 
asked  him  the  right  questions. 

The  last  time  Eraser  ever  addressed  me  was  when 
I  was  capped.  He  said,  '  I  congratulate  you,  Mr. 
Smith '  :  and  one  of  the  other  professors  said,  '  I 
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congratulate  you,  Mr.  Fisher.'  My  name  is  neither 
Smith  nor  Fisher,  but  no  doubt  the  thing  was  kindly 
meant.  It  was  then,  however,  that  the  Professor 
of  Metaphysics  had  his  revenge  on  me.  I  had  once 
spelt  Eraser  with  a  *  z.' 
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When  Chrystal  came  to  Edinburgh  he  rooted  up  the 
humours  of  the  classroom  as  a  dentist  draws  teeth. 
Souls  were  sold  for  keys  that  could  be  carried  in  the 
waistcoat  pocket.  Ambition  fell  from  heights,  and 
lay  with  its  eye  on  a  certificate.  By  night  was  a 
rush  of  ghosts,  shrieking  for  passes.  Horse-play  fled 
before  the  Differential  Calculus  in  spectacles. 

I  had  Chrystal's  first  year,  and  recall  the  gloomy 
student  sitting  before  me  who  hacked  *  All  hope 
abandon  ye  who  enter  here  '  into  a  desk  that  may 
have  confined  Carlyle.  It  took  him  a  session,  and  he 
was  digging  his  own  grave,  for  he  never  got  through ; 
but  it  was  something  to  hold  by,  something  he  felt 
sure  of.     All  else  was  spiders'  webs  in  chalk. 

Chrystal  was  a  fine  hare  for  the  hounds  who  could 
keep  up  with  him.  He  started  off  the  first  day  with 
such  a  spurt  that  most  of  us  were  left  behind  mopping 
our  faces,  and  saying,  '  Here's  a  fellow,'  which  is 
what  Mr.  Stevenson  says  Shakespeare  would  have 
remarked  about  Mr.  George  Meredith.  We  never 
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saw  him  again.  The  men  who  were  on  speaking 
acquaintance  with  his  symbols  revelled  in  him  as 
students  love  an  enthusiast  who  is  eager  to  lead  them 
into  a  world  toward  which  they  would  journey.  He 
was  a  rare  guide  for  them.  The  bulk,  however, 
lost  him  in  labyrinths.  They  could  not  but  admire 
their  brilliant  professor  ;  but  while  their  friend  the 
medallist  and  he  kept  the  conversation  to  themselves, 
they  felt  like  eavesdroppers  hearkening  to  a  pair  of 
lovers.  '  It  is  beautiful,'  they  cried,  *  but  this  is  no 
place  for  us  ;   let  us  away.' 

A  good  many  went,  but  their  truancy  stuck  in  their 
throats  like  Otway's  last  roll.  The  M.A.  was  before 
them.  They  had  fancied  it  in  their  hands,  but  it 
became  shy  as  a  maiden  from  the  day  they  learned 
Chrystal's  heresy  that  Euclid  is  not  mathematics 
but  only  some  riders  in  it.  This  snapped  the  cord 
that  had  tied  the  blind  man  to  his  dog,  and  the  M.A. 
shot  down  the  horizon.  When  Rutherford  delivered 
his  first  lecture  in  the  chair  of  Institutes  of  Medicine, 
boisterous  students  drowned  his  voice,  and  he  flung 
out  of  the  room.  At  the  door  he  paused  to  say, 
'  Gentlemen,  we  shall  meet  again  at  Philippi.'  A 
dire  bomb  was  this  in  the  midst  of  them,  warranted 
to  go  off,  none  able  to  cast  it  overboard.  \Ve,  too, 
had  our  Philippi  before  us.  Clirystal  could  not  be 
left  to  his  own  devices. 
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I  had  never  a  passion  for  knowing  that  when  circles 
or  triangles  attempt  impossibilities  it  is  absurd ; 
and  X  was  an  unknown  quantity  I  was  ever  content 
to  walk  round  about.  To  admit  to  Chrystal  that  we 
understood  x  was  only  a  way  he  had  of  leading  you 
on  to  y  and  z,  I  gave  him  his  chance,  however,  by 
contributing  a  paper  of  answers  to  his  first  weekly 
set  of  exercises.  When  the  hour  for  returning  the 
slips  came  round,  I  was  there  to  accept  fame — if  so 
it  was  to  be — with  modesty ;  and  if  it  was  to  be 
humiliation,  still  to  smile.  The  Professor  said  there 
was  one  paper,  with  an  owner's  name  on  it,  which  he 
could  not  read,  and  it  was  handed  along  the  class  to 
be  deciphered.  My  presentiment  that  it  was  mine 
became  a  certainty  when  it  reached  my  hand ;  but  I 
passed  it  on  pleasantly,  and  it  returned  to  Chrystal, 
a  Japhet  that  never  found  its  father.  Feeling  that 
the  powers  were  against  me,  I  then  retired  from  the 
conflict,  sanguine  that  the  teaching  of  my  mathe- 
matical schoolmaster,  the  best  that  could  be,  would 
pull  me  through.  The  Disowned  may  be  going  the 
round  of  the  classroom  still. 

The  men  who  did  not  know  when  they  were  beaten 
returned  to  their  seats,  and  doggedly  took  notes,  their 
faces  lengthening  daily.  Their  note-books  repro- 
duced exactly  the  hieroglyphics  of  the  blackboard, 
and,  examined  at  night,  were  as  suggestive  as  the 
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photographs  of  persons  one  has  never  seen.  To  over- 
take Chrystal  after  giving  him  a  start  was  the  pre- 
sumption that  is  an  offsiioot  from  despair.  There 
was  once  an  elderly  gentleman  who  for  years  read 
the  Times  every  day  from  the  first  page  to  the  last. 
For  a  fortnight  he  was  ill  of  a  fever  ;  but,  on  reeover- 
ing,  he  began  at  the  copy  of  the  Times  where  he 
had  left  off.  He  struggled  magnificently  to  make 
up  on  the  Tim^s,  but  it  was  in  vain.  This  is  an 
allegory  for  the  way  these  students  panted  after 
Chrystal. 

Some  succumbed  and  joined  the  majority — literally; 
for  to  mathematics  they  were  dead.  I  never  hear  of 
the  old  University  now,  nor  pass  under  the  shadow 
of  the  walls  one  loves  when  he  is  done  with  them, 
without  seeing  myself  as  I  was  the  day  I  matriculated, 
an  awestruck  boy,  passing  and  repassing  the  gates, 
frightened  to  venture  inside,  breathing  heavily  at 
sight  of  janitors,  Scott  and  Carlyle  in  the  air.  After 
that  I  see  nothing  fuller  of  colour  than  the  meetings 
that  were  held  outside  Chrystal's  door.  Adjoining  it 
is  a  classroom  so  little  sought  for,  that  legend  tells 
of  its  door  once  showing  the  notice  :  '  There  will  be 
no  class  to-day  as  the  student  is  unwell.'  The  crowd 
round  Chrystal's  could  have  filled  that  room.  It  was 
composed  of  students  hearkening  at  the  door  to  sec 
whether  he  was  to  call  their  {)art  of  tlie  roll  to-day. 
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If  he  did,  they  slunk  in  ;  if  not,  the  crowd  melted  into 
the  streets,  this  refrain  in  their  ears — 

*  I  'm  plucked,  I  do  admit, 

I  'm  spun,  my  mother  dear, 
Yet  do  not  grieve  for  that 

Which  happens  every  year. 
I  've  waited  very  patiently, 

I  may  have  long  to  wait, 
But  you  've  another  son,  mother, 

And  he  will  graduate.' 

A  professor  of  mathematics  once  brought  a  rowdy 
student  from  the  back  benches  to  a  seat  beside  him, 
because — '  First,  you  '11  be  near  the  board  ;  second, 
you  '11  be  near  me ;  and  third,  you  '11  be  near  the 
door.'  Chrystal  soon  discovered  that  students  could 
be  too  near  the  door,  and  he  took  to  calling  the  roll 
in  the  middle  of  the  hour,  which  ensured  an  increased 
attendance.  It  was  a  silent  class,  nothing  heard  but 
the  patter  of  pencils,  rats  scraping  for  grain,  of  which 
there  was  abundance,  but  not  one  digestion  in  a 
bench.  To  smuggle  in  a  novel  up  one's  waistcoat 
was  perilous,  Chrystal's  spectacles  doing  their  work. 
At  a  corner  of  the  platform  sat  the  assistant,  with  a 
constable's  authority,  but  not  formed  for  swooping, 
uneasy  because  he  had  legs,  and  where  to  put  them  he 
knew  not.  He  got  through  the  hour  by  shifting  his 
position  every  five  minutes ;  and,  sitting  there  waiting, 
he  reminded  one  of  the  boy  who,  on  being  told  to 
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remain  so  quietly  where  he  was  that  he  could  hear  a 
pin  drop,  held  his  breath  a  moment,  then  shouted, 
'  Let  it  drop  !  '  An  excellent  fellow  was  this  assistant, 
who  told  us  that  one  of  his  predecessors  had  got  three 
months. 

A  jest  went  as  far  in  that  class  as  a  plum  in  the 
midshipmen's  pudding,  and,  you  remember,  when  the 
middies  came  on  a  plum  they  gave  three  cheers. 
In  the  middle  of  some  brilliant  reasoning  Chrystal 
would  stop  to  add  4,  7,  and  11.  Addition  of  this 
kind  was  the  only  thing  he  could  not  do,  and  he  looked 
to  the  class  for  help—*  20,'  they  shouted,  '  24,'  '  17,' 
while  he  thought  it  over.  These  appeals  to  their 
intelligence  made  them  beam.  They  woke  up  as  a 
sleepy  congregation  shakes  itself  into  life  when  the 
minister  says,  '  I  remember  when  I  was  a  little 
boy.  .  .  .' 

The  daring  spirits— say,  those  who  were  going  into 
their  father's  office,  and  so  did  not  look  upon  Chrystal 
as  a  door  locked  to  their  advancement — sought  to  bring 
sunshine  into  the  room.  Chrystal  soon  had  the  blind 
down  on  that.  I  hear  they  have  been  at  it  recently 
with  the  usual  result.  To  relieve  the  monotony,  a 
student  at  the  end  of  bench  ten  dropped  a  marble, 
which  toppled  slowly  downward  toward  the  Pro- 
fessor. At  every  step  it  took  there  was  a  smothered 
guffaw  ;    but  Clirystal,  who  was  working  at  the  l)oard, 
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did  not  turn  his  head.  When  the  marble  reached 
the  floor,  he  said,  still  with  his  back  to  the  class, 
'  Will  the  student  at  the  end  of  bench  ten,  who  dropped 
that  marble,  stand  up  ?  '  All  eyes  dilated.  He  had 
counted  the  falls  of  the  marble  from  step  to  step. 
Mathematics  do  not  obscure  the  intellect. 

Twenty  per  cent,  was  a  good  percentage  in 
Chrystal's  examinations ;  thirty  sent  you  away  whis- 
tling. As  the  M.A.  drew  nigh,  students  on  their  pros- 
pects might  hav€  been  farmers  discussing  the  weather. 
Some  put  their  faith  in  the  Professor's  goodness  of 
heart,  of  which  symptoms  had  been  showing.  He 
would  not,  all  at  once,  '  raise  the  standard ' — hated 
phrase  until  you  are  through,  when  you  write  to  the 
papers  advocating  it.  Courage  !  was  it  not  told  of 
the  Glasgow  Snell  competition  that  one  of  the  com- 
petitors, as  soon  as  he  saw  the  first  paper,  looked  for 
his  hat  and  the  door,  that  he  was  forbidden  to  with- 
draw until  an  hour  had  elapsed,  and  that  he  then 
tackled  the  paper  and  ultimately  carried  off  the 
Snell  ?  Of  more  immediate  interest,  perhaps,  was 
the  story  of  the  quaking  student,  whose  neighbour 
handed  him  in  pencil,  beneath  the  desk,  the  answer 
to  several  questions.  It  was  in  an  M.A.  exam.,  and 
the  affrighted  student  found  that  he  could  not  read 
his  neighbour's  notes.  Trusting  to  fortune,  he  en- 
closed them  with  his  own  answers,  writing  at  the  top, 
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*  No  time  to  write  these  out  in  ink,  so  enclose  them 
in  pencil.'     He  got  through  :   no  moral. 

A  condemned  criminal  wondering  if  he  is  to  get  a 
reprieve  will  not  feel  the  position  novel  if  he  has 
loitered  in  a  University  quadrangle  waiting  for  the 
janitor  to  nail  up  the  results  of  a  degree  exam.  A 
queer  gathering  we  were,  awaiting  the  verdict  of 
Chrystal.  Some  compressed  their  lips,  others  were 
lively  as  fireworks  dipped  in  water ;  there  were  those 
who  rushed  round  and  round  the  quadrangle  ;  only 
one  went  the  length  of  saying  that  he  did  not  want  to 
pass.  H.  I  shall  call  him.  I  met  him  the  other  day 
in  Fleet  Street,  and  he  annoyed  me  by  asking  at 
once  if  I  remembered  the  landlady  I  quarrelled  with 
because  she  wore  my  socks  to  church  of  a  Sunday  : 
we  found  her  out  one  wet  forenoon.  H.  waited  the 
issue  with  a  cigar  in  his  mouth.  He  had  purposely, 
he  explained,  given  in  a  bad  paper.  He  could  not 
understand  why  men  were  so  anxious  to  get  through. 
He  had  ten  reasons  for  wishing  to  be  plucked.  We 
let  him  talk.  The  janitor  appeared  with  the  fateful 
paper,  and  we  lashed  about  him  like  waves  round  a 
lighthouse,  all  but  H.,  who  strolled  languidly  to  the 
board  to  which  the  paper  was  being  fastened.  A 
moment  afterwards  I  heard  a  shriek,  '  I  'm  through  I 
I  'm  through  !  '  It  was  H.  His  cigar  was  dashed 
aside,  and  he  sped  like  an  arrow  from  the  bow  to  the 
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nearest  telegraph  office,   shouting   '  I  'm  through  ! ' 
as  he  ran. 

Those  of  us  who  had  H.'s  fortune  now  consider 
Chrystal  made  to  order  for  his  chair,  but  he  has  never, 
perhaps,  had  a  proper  appreciation  of  the  charming 
fellows  who  get  ten  per  cent. 
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When  one  of  the  distinguished  hunting  ladies  who 
chase  celebrities  captured  Mr.  Mark  Pattison,  he  gave 
anxious  consideration  to  the  quotation  which  he  was 
asked  to  write  above  his  name.  '  Fancy,'  he  said 
with  a  shudder,  '  going  down  to  posterity  arm  in  arm 
with  carpe  diem ! '  Remembering  this,  I  forbear 
tying  Sellar  to  odi  profanum  vidgus.  Yet  the  name 
opens  the  door  to  the  quotation. 

Sellar  is  a  Roman  senator.  He  stood  very  high  at 
Oxford,  and  took  a  prize  for  boxing.  If  you  watch 
him  in  the  class,  you  will  sometimes  see  his  mind 
murmuring  that  Edinburgh  students  do  not  take 
their  play  like  Oxford  men.  The  difference  is  in 
manner.  A  courteous  fellow-student  of  Sellar  once 
showed  his  relatives  over  Balliol.  '  You  have  now, 
I  think,'  he  said  at  last,  '  seen  everything  of  interest 
except  the  Master.'  He  flung  a  stone  at  a  window, 
at  which  the  Master's  head  appeared  immediately, 
menacing,  wrathful.  '  And  now,'  concluded  the  polite 
youth,  '  you  have  seen  him  also.* 
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Mr.  James  Payn,  who  never  forgave  the  Scottish 
people  for  pulling  down  their  blinds  on  Sundays, 
was  annoyed  by  the  halo  they  have  woven  around 
the  name  '  Professor.'  He  knew  an  Edinburgh  lady 
who  was  scandalised  because  that  mere  poet,  Alex- 
ander Smith,  coolly  addressed  professors  by  their 
surnames.  Mr.  Payn  might  have  known  what  it  is 
to  walk  in  the  shadow  of  a  Senatus  Academicus, 
could  he  have  met  such  specimens  as  Sellar,  Eraser, 
Tait,  and  Sir  Alexander  Grant  marching  down  the 
Bridges  abreast.  I  have  seen  them  :  an  inspiring 
sight.  The  pavement  only  held  three.  You  could 
have  shaken  hands  with  them  from  an  upper  window. 

Sellar's  treatment  of  his  students  was  always  that 
of  a  fine  gentleman.  Few  got  near  him  ;  all  respected 
him.  At  times  he  was  addressed  in  an  imknown 
tongue,  but  he  kept  his  countenance.  He  was  parti- 
cular about  students  keeping  to  their  proper  benches, 
and  once  thought  he  had  caught  a  swarthy  north 
countryman  straying.  '  You  are  in  your  wrong  seat, 
Mr.  Orr.'  '  Na,  am  richt  eneuch.'  '  You  should  be 
in  the  seat  in  front.  That  is  bench  12,  and  you  are 
entered  on  bench  10.'  '  Eh  ?  This  is  no  bench  twal, 
(counting)  twa,  fower,  sax,  aucht,  ten.'  'There  is 
something  wrong.'  '  Oh-h-h  (with  sudden  enlighten- 
ment), ye  've  been  coontin'  the  first  dask ;  we  dinna 
coont  the  first  dask.'  The  Professor  knew  the  men 
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he  had  to  deal  with  too  well  to  scorn  this  one,  who 
turned  out  to  be  a  fine  fellow.  He  was  the  only  man 
I  ever  knew  who  ran  his  medical  and  arts  classes 
together,  and  so  many  lectures  had  he  to  attend  daily 
that  he  mixed  them  up.  He  graduated,  however,  in 
both  faculties  in  five  years,  and  the  last  I  heard  of 
him  was  that,  when  applying  for  a  medical  assistant- 
ship,  he  sent  his  father's  photograph  because  he  did 
not  have  one  of  himself.  He  was  a  man  of  brains 
as  well  as  sinew,  and  dined  briskly  on  a  shilling  a 
week. 

There  was  a  little  fellow  in  the  class  who  was  a 
puzzle  to  ScUar,  because  he  was  higher  sitting  than 
standing  :  when  the  Professor  asked  him  to  stand 
up,  he  stood  down.  '  Is  Mr.  Blank  not  present  ?  ' 
Scllar  would  ask.  '  Here,  sir,'  cried  Blank.  '  Then, 
will  you  stand  up,  Mr.  Blank  ?  '  (Agony  of  Blank, 
and  a  demonstration  of  many  feet.)  '  Are  you  not 
prepared,    Mr.    Blank  ?  '     '  Yes,    sir  ;     Pastor    quurn 

traharet '     '  I  insist  on  your  standing  up,  Mr.  Blank.' 

(Several  students  rise  to  their  feet  to  explain,  but 

subside.)     '  Yes,   sir  ;    Pastor   quum  traharet   per ' 

'  I  shall  mark  you  "  not  prepared,"  Mr.  Blank.' 
(Further  demonstration,  and  then  an  indignant  squeak 
from  Blank.)     '  If  you  please,  sir,   I  am  standing.' 

'  But,  in  that  case,  how  is  it ?     Ah,  oh,  ah,  yes  ; 

proceed,  Mr.  Blank.'     As  one  man  was  only  called 
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upon  for  exhibition  five  or  six  times  in  a  year,  the 
Professor  had  always  forgotten  the  circumstances 
when  he  asked  Blank  to  stand  up  again.  Blank  was 
looked  upon  by  his  fellow- students  as  a  practical  jest, 
and  his  name  was  always  received  with  the  prolonged 
applause  which  greets  the  end  of  an  after-dinner 
speech. 

Sellar  never  showed  resentment  to  the  students 
who  addressed  him  as  Professor  Sellars. 

One  day  the  Professor  was  giving  out  some  English 
to  be  translated  into  Latin   prose.     He  read   on — 

'  and  fiercely  lifting  the  axe  with  both  hands '  when 

a  cheer  from  the  top  bench  made  him  pause.  The 
cheer  spread  over  the  room  like  an  uncorked  gas. 

Sellar  frowned,  but  proceeded — '  lifting  the  axe ,' 

when  again  the  class  became  demented.  '  What  does 
this  mean  ?  '  he  demanded,  looking  as  if  he,  too, 
could  lift  the  axe.  '  Axe  ! '  shouted  a  student  in 
explanation.  Still  Sellar  could  not  solve  the  riddle. 
Another  student  rose  to  his  assistance.  '  Axe — 
Gladstone  ! '  he  cried.  Sellar  sat  back  in  his  chair. 
'  Really,  gentlemen,'  he  said,  '  I  take  the  most  elabor- 
ate precautions  against  touching  upon  politics  in  this 
class,  but  sometimes  you  are  beyond  me.  Let  us 
continue — "  and  fiercely  lifting  his  weapon  with  both 
hands ."  ' 

The  duxes  from  the  schools  suffered  a  little  during 
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their  first  year,  from  a  feeling  that  they  and  Sellar 
understood  each  other.  He  liked  to  undeceive  them. 
We  had  one,  all  head,  who  went  about  wondering  at 
himself.  He  lost  his  bursary  on  the  way  home  with 
it,  and  still  he  strutted.  Sellar  asked  if  we  saw  any- 
thing peculiar  in  a  certain  line  from  Horace.  We 
did  not.  We  were  accustomed  to  trust  to  Horace's 
reputation,  all  but  the  dandy.  '  Eh — ah  !  Professor,' 
he  lisped  ;  '  it  ought  to  have  been  so  and  so.'  Sellar 
looked  at  this  promising  plant  from  the  schools,  and 
watered  him  without  a  rose  on  the  pan.     '  Depend 

upon  it,  Mr. ;  ah,  I  did  not  catch  your  name,  if  it 

ought  to  have  been  so  and  so,  Horace  would  have 
made  it  so  and  so.' 

Sellar's  face  was  proof  against  sudden  wit.  It  did 
not  relax  till  he  gave  it  liberty.  You  could  never  tell 
from  it  what  was  going  on  inside.  He  read  witliout 
a  twitch  a  notice  on  his  door  :  *  Found  in  this  class 
a  gold-headed  pencil-case ;  if  not  claimed  within 
three  days  will  be  sold  to  defray  expenses.'  He  even 
withstood  the  battering-ram  on  the  day  of  the  publica- 
tion of  his  Augustan  Poets.  The  students  could  not 
let  this  opportunity  pass.  They  assailed  him  with 
frantic  applause,  every  bench  was  a  drum  to  thump 
upon.  His  countenance  said  nothing.  The  drums 
had  it  in  the  end,  though,  and  he  dismissed  the  class 
with   what   is   believed   to   have  verged   on   a   smile. 
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Like  the  lover  who  has  got  his  lady's  glance,  they  at 
once  tried  for  more,  but  no. 

Most  of  us  had  Humanity  our  first  year,  which  is 
the  year  for  experimenting.  Then  is  the  time  to  join 
the  University  library.  The  pound,  which  makes  you 
a  member,  has  never  had  its  poet.  You  can  withdraw 
your  pound  when  you  please.  There  are  far-seeing 
men  who  work  the  whole  thing  out  by  mathematics. 
Put  simply,  this  is  the  notion.  In  the  beginning  of 
the  session  you  join  the  library,  and  soon  you  forget 
about  your  pound ;  you  reckon  without  it.  As  the 
winter  closes  in,  and  the  coal-bunk  empties ;  or  you 
find  that  five  shillings  a  week  for  lodgings  is  a  dream 
that  cannot  be  kept  up ;  or  your  coat  assumes  more 
and  more  the  colour  identified  with  spring ;  or  you 
would  feast  your  friends  for  once  right  gloriously  ;  or 
next  Wednesday  is  your  little  sister's  birthday ;  you 
cower,  despairing,  over  a  sulky  fire.  Suddenly  you 
are  on  your  feet,  all  aglow  once  more.  What  is  this 
thought  that  sends  the  blood  to  your  head  ?  That 
library  pound !  You  had  forgotten  that  you  had  a 
bank.  Next  morning  you  are  at  the  University  in 
time  to  help  the  library  door  to  open.  You  ask  for 
your  pound  ;  you  get  it.  Your  hand  mounts  guard 
over  the  pocket  in  which  it  rustles.  So  they  say. 
I  took  their  advice  and  paid  in  my  money ;  then 
waited  exultingly  to  forget  about  it.  In  vain.  I 
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always  allowed  for  that  pound  in  my  thoughts.  I 
saw  it  as  plainly,  I  knew  its  every  feature  as  a  school- 
boy remembers  his  first  trout.  Not  to  be  hasty,  I 
gave  my  pound  two  months,  and  then  brought  it 
home  again.  I  had  a  fellow-student  who  lived  across 
the  way  from  me.  We  railed  at  the  library  pound 
theory  at  open  windows  over  the  life  of  the  street ; 
a  beautiful  dream,  but  mad,  mad. 

He  was  an  enthusiast,  and  therefore  happy,  whom  I 
have  seen  in  the  Humanity  classroom  on  an  examina- 
tion day,  his  pen  racing  with  time,  himself  seated  in 
the  contents  of  an  ink-bottle.  Some  stories  of  exams, 
have  even  a  blacker  ending.  I  write  in  tears  of  him 
who,  estimating  his  memory  as  a  leaky  vessel,  did 
with  care  and  forethought  draw  up  a  crib  that  was 
more  condensed  than  a  pocket  cyclopaedia,  a  very 
Liebig's  essence  of  the  classics,  tinned  meat  for  students 
in  the  eleventh  hour.  Bridegrooms  have  been  known 
to  forget  the  ring  ;  this  student  forgot  his  crib.  In 
the  middle  of  the  examination  came  a  nervous  knock- 
ing at  the  door.  A  lady  wanted  to  see  the  Professor 
at  once.  The  student  looked  up,  to  see  his  mother 
handing  the  Professor  his  crib.  Her  son  had  for- 
gotten it ;  she  was  sure  that  it  was  important,  so  she 
had  brouglit  it  herself. 

Jump  the  body  of  this  poor  victim.  There  was  no 
M.A.  for  him  tliat  year;   but  in  our  gowns  and  snshes 
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we  could  not  mourn  for  a  might-have-been.  Soldiers 
talk  of  the  Victoria  Cross,  statesmen  of  the  Cabinet, 
ladies  of  a  pearl  set  in  diamonds.  These  are  pretty 
baubles,  but  who  has  thrilled  as  the  student  that  with 
bumping  heart  strolls  into  Middlemass's  to  order  his 
graduate's  gown.  He  hires  it — five  shillings— but  the 
photograph  to  follow  makes  it  as  good  as  his  for  life. 
Look  at  him,  young  ladies,  as  he  struts  to  the  Synod 
Hall  to  have  M.A.  tacked  to  his  name.  Dogs  do  not 
dare  bark  at  him.  His  gait  is  springy ;  in  Princes 
Street  he  is  as  one  who  walks  upstairs.  Gone  to  me 
are  those  student  days  for  ever,  but  I  can  still  put  a 
photograph  before  me  of  a  ghost  in  gown  and  cape, 
the  hair  straggling  under  the  cap  as  tobacco  may 
straggle  over  the  side  of  a  tin  when  there  is  difficulty 
in  squeezing  down  the  lid.  How  well  the  little  black 
jacket  looks,  how  vividly  the  wearer  remembers 
putting  it  on.  He  should  have  worn  a  dress-coat, 
but  he  had  none.  The  little  jacket  resembled  one 
with  the  tails  off,  and,  as  he  artfully  donned  his  gown, 
he  backed  against  the  wall  so  that  no  one  might  know. 
To  turn  up  the  light  on  old  college  days  is  not 
always  the  signal  for  the  dance.  You  are  back  in  the 
dusty  little  lodging,  with  its  battered  sofa,  its  slippery 
tablecloth,  the  prim  array  of  books,  the  picture  of  the 
death  of  Nelson,  the  peeling  walls,  the  broken  clock ; 
you  are  again  in  the  quadrangle  with  him  who  has 
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been  dead  this  many  a  year.  There  are  tragedies  in  a 
college  course.  Dr.  Walter  Smith  has  told  in  a  poem 
mentioned  elsewhere  of  the  brilliant  scholar  who  for- 
got his  dominie  ;  some,  alas  !  forget  their  mother. 
There  are  men — I  know  it— who  go  mad  from  lone- 
liness ;  and  medallists  ere  now  have  crept  home  to 
die.  The  capping-day  was  the  end  of  our  spring- 
tide, and  for  some  of  us  the  summer  was  to  be  brief. 
Sir  Alexander,  gone  into  the  night  since  then,  flung 
*  I  mekemae  '  at  us  as  we  trooped  past  him,  all  in  bud, 
some  small  flower  to  blossom  in  time,  let  us  hope, 
here  and  there. 
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Two  years  hence  Joseph  Thomson's  reputation  will 
be  a  decade  old,  though  he  is  at  present  only  thirty 
years  of  age.  When  you  meet  him  for  the  first  time 
you  conclude  that  he  must  be  the  explorer's  son. 
His  identity,  however,  can  always  be  proved  by 
simply  mentioning  Africa  in  his  presence.  Then  he 
draws  himself  up,  and  his  eyes  glisten,  and  he  is 
thinking  how  glorious  it  would  be  to  be  in  the  Masai 
country  again,  living  on  meat  so  diseased  that  it 
crumbled  in  the  hand  like  shortbread. 

Gatelaw-bridge  Quarry,  in  Dumfriesshire,  is  famous 
for  Old  Mortality  and  Thomson,  the  latter  (when  he 
is  at  the  head  of  a  caravan)  being  as  hardheaded  as  if 
he  had  been  cut  out  of  it.  He  went  to  school  at 
Thornhill,  where  he  spent  great  part  of  his  time  in 
reading  novels,  and  then  he  matriculated  at  Edinburgh 
University,  where  he  began  to  accumulate  medals. 
Geology  and  kindred  studies  were  his  favourites 
there.  One  day  he  heard  that  Keith  Johnston,  then 
on  the  point  of  starting  for  Africa,  wanted  a  lieutenant. 
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Thomson  was  at  that  time  equally  in  need  of  a  Keith 
Johnston,  and  everybody  who  knew  him  saw  that 
the  opening  and  he  were  made  for  each  other. 
Keith  Johnston  and  Thomson  went  out  together, 
and  Johnston  died  in  the  jungle.  This  made  a  man 
in  an  hour  of  a  stripling.  Most  youths  in  Thomson's 
position  at  that  turning-point  of  his  career  would 
have  thought  it  judicious  to  turn  back,  and  in  geo- 
graphical circles  it  would  have  been  considered  highly 
creditable  had  he  brought  his  caravan  to  the  coast 
intact.  Thomson,  however,  pushed  on,  and  did 
everything  that  his  dead  leader  had  hoped  to  do. 
From  that  time  his  career  has  been  followed  by  every 
one  interested  in  African  exploration,  and  by  his 
countrymen  with  some  pride  in  addition.  When  an 
expedition  was  organised  for  the  rchef  of  Emin  Pasha, 
there  was  for  a  time  some  probability  of  Thomson's 
having  the  command.  He  and  Stanley  differed  as  to 
the  routes  that  should  be  taken,  and  subsequent 
events  have  proved  that  Thomson's  was  the  proper 
one. 

Thomson  came  over  from  Paris  at  that  time  to 
consult  with  the  autlioritics,  and  took  up  his  residence 
in  the  most  over-grown  hotel  in  London.  His  friends 
here  organised  an  expedition  for  his  relief.  They 
wandered  up  and  down  the  endless  stairs  looking  for 
liim,  till,  lijid  tliey  not  wanted  to  make  themselves  a 
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name,  they  would  have  beaten  a  retreat.  He  also 
wandered  about  looking  for  them,  and  at  last  they 
met.  The  leader  of  the  party,  restraining  his  emotion, 
lifted  his  hat,  and  said,  '  Mr.  Thomson,  I  presume  ?  ' 
This  is  how  I  found  Thomson. 

The  explorer  had  been  for  some  months  in  Paris  at 
that  time,  and  France  did  him  the  honour  of  trans- 
lating his  Through  Masailand  into  French.  In  this 
book  there  is  a  picture  of  a  buffalo  tossing  Thomson  in 
the  air.  This  was  after  he  had  put  several  bullets 
into  it,  and  in  the  sketch  he  is  represented  some  ten 
feet  from  the  ground,  with  his  gun  flying  one  way  and 
his  cap  another.  '  It  was  just  as  if  I  were  distributing 
largess  to  the  natives,'  the  traveller  says  now,  though 
this  idea  does  not  seem  to  have  struck  him  at  the  time. 
He  showed  the  sketch  to  a  Parisian  lady,  who  looked 
at  it  long  and  earnestly.  '  Ah,  M.  Thomson,'  she  said 
at  length,  '  but  how  could  you  pose  like  that  ?  ' 

Like  a  good  many  other  travellers,  including  Mr. 
Du  Chaillu,  who  says  he  is  a  dear  boy,  Thomson  does 
not  smoke.  Stanley,  however,  smokes  very  strong 
cigars,  as  those  who  have  been  in  his  sumptuous 
chambers  in  Bond  Street  can  testify.  All  the  three 
happen  to  be  bachelors,  though ;  because,  one  of 
them  says,  after  returning  from  years  of  lonely  travel, 
a  man  has  such  a  delight  in  female  society  that  to 
pick  and  choose  would  be  invidious.  Yet  they  have 
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had  their  chance.  An  African  race  once  tried  to 
bribe  Mr.  Du  Chailhi  with  a  kingdom  and  over  eight 
hundred  wives, — '  the  biggest  offer,'  he  admits,  '  I 
ever  had  in  one  day.' 

Among  the  lesser  annoyances  to  which  Thomson 
was  subjected  in  Africa  was  the  presence  of  rats  in 
the  night-time,  which  he  had  to  brush  away  hke  flies. 
Until  he  was  asked  whether  there  was  not  danger  in 
this,  it  never  seems  to  have  struck  him  that  it  was 
more  than  annoying.  Yet  though  he  and  the  two 
other  travellers  mentioned  (doubtless  they  are  not 
alone  in  this)  have  put  up  cheerfully  with  almost 
every  hardship  known  to  man,  this  does  not  make 
them  indifferent  to  the  comforts  of  civilisation  when 
they  return  home.  Du  Chaillu  was  looking  very  com- 
fortable in  a  house-boat  the  other  day,  where  his  hosts 
thought  they  were  *  roughing  it ' — with  a  male  atten- 
dant ;  and  in  Stanley's  easy  chairs  you  sink  to  dream. 
The  last  time  I  saw  Thomson  in  his  rooms  in  London 
he  was  on  his  knees,  gazing  in  silent  rapture  at  a  china 
saucer  with  a  valuable  crack  in  it. 

If  you  ask  Thomson  what  was  the  most  dangerous 
expedition  he  ever  embarked  on,  he  will  probably 
reply,  '  Crossing  Piccadilly.'  The  finest  thing  that  can 
be  said  of  him  is  that  during  these  four  expeditions 
he  never  once  fired  a  shot  at  a  native.  Other  explorers 
have  had  to  do  so  to  save  their  lives.     There  were 
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often  occasions  when  Thomson  could  have  done  it, 
to  save  his  Hfe  to  all  appearance,  too.     The  result  of 
his  method  of  progressing  is  that  where  he  has  gone — 
and  he  has  been  in  parts  of  Africa  never  before  trod 
by  the  white  man— he  really  has   '  opened  up  the 
country  '  for  those  who  care  to  follow  him.     Civilisa- 
tion  by   bullet   has   only   closed   it   elsewhere.     Yet 
though  there  is  an  abundance  of  Scotch  caution  about 
him,  he  is  naturally  an  impulsive  man,  more  inclined 
personally  to  march  straight  on  than  to  reach  his 
destination  by  a  safer  if  more  circuitous  route.     Where 
only  his  own  life  is  concerned  he  gives  you  the  impres- 
sion of  one  who  might  be  rash,  but  his  prudence  at 
the  head  of  a  caravan  is  at  the  bottom  of  the  faith 
that  is  placed  in  him.     According  to  a  story  that  got 
into  the  papers  years  ago,  M.  de  Brazza  once  quarrelled 
with  Thomson  in  Africa,   and  all  but   struck  him. 
Thomson  was  praised  for  keeping  his  temper.     The 
story  was  a  fabrication,  but  I  fear  that  if  M.  de  Brazza 
had   behaved   like   this,   Thomson   would   not   have 
remembered  to  be  diplomatic  till  some  time  after- 
wards.    A  truer  tale  might  be  told  of  an  umbrella, 
gorgeous  and  wonderful  to  behold,  that  De  Brazza 
took    to  Africa  to    impress   the   natives   with,   and 
which  Thomson  subsequently  presented  to  a  dusky 
monarch. 

The  explorer  has  never  shot  a  lion,  though  he  has 
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tracked  a  good  many  of  them.  Once  he  thought  he 
had  one.  It  was  reclining  in  a  httlc  grove,  and 
Thomson  felt  that  it  was  his  at  last.  With  a 
trusty  native  he  crept  forward  till  he  could  obtain 
a  good  shot,  and  then  fired.  In  breathless  sus- 
pense he  waited  for  its  spring,  and  then  when  it 
did  not  spring  he  saw  that  he  had  shot  it  through 
the  heart.  However,  it  turned  out  only  to  be  a 
large  stone. 

The  young  Scotchman  sometimes  thinks  of  the 
tremendous  effect  it  would  have  had  on  the  natives 
had  he  been  the  possessor  of  a  complete  set  of 
artificial  teeth.  This  is  because  he  has  one  artificial 
tooth.  Happening  to  take  it  out  one  day,  an  awe 
filled  all  who  saw  him,  and  from  that  hour  he  was 
esteemed  a  medicine  man.  Another  excellent  way 
of  impressing  Africa  with  the  grandeur  of  Britain 
was  to  take  a  photograph.  When  the  natives  saw 
the  camera  aimed  at  them  they  fell  to  the  ground 
vanquished. 

When  Thomson  was  recently  in  this  country,  he 
occasionally  took  a  walk  of  twenty  or  thirty  miles 
to  give  him  an  appetite  for  dinner.  This  he  calls  a 
stroll.  One  day  he  strolled  from  Thornhill  to  Edin- 
burgh, had  dinner,  and  then  went  to  the  Exhibition. 
In  appearance  he  is  tall  and  strongly  knit,  rather 
than   heavily  built,   and    if   you  see   him   more  tlian 
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once  in  the  same  week,  you  discover  that  he  has 
still  an  interest  in  neckties.  Perhaps  his  most 
remarkable  feat  consisted  in  taking  a  bottle  of 
brandy  into  the  heart  of  Africa,  and  bringing  it 
back  intact. 
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Some  men  of  letters,  not  necessarily  the  greatest, 
have  an  indescribable  charm  to  which  we  give  our 
hearts.  Thackeray  is  the  young  man's  first  love. 
Of  living  authors  none  perhaps  bewitches  the  reader 
more  than  Mr.  Stevenson,  who  plays  upon  words  as 
if  they  were  a  musical  instrument.  To  follow  the 
music  is  less  difficult  than  to  place  the  musician. 
A  friend  of  mine,  who,  like  Mr.  Grant  Allen,  reviews 
865  books  a  year,  and  366  in  leap  years,  recently 
arranged  the  novelists  of  to-day  in  order  of  merit. 
Meredith,  of  course,  he  wrote  first,  and  then  there  was 
a  fall  to  Hardy.  '  Haggard,'  he  explained,  '  I  dropped 
from  the  Eiffel  Tower ;  but  what  can  I  do  with 
Stevenson  ?  I  can't  put  him  before  Lorna  Doorie.^ 
So  Mr.  Stevenson  puzzles  the  critics,  fascinating  them 
until  they  are  willing  to  judge  him  by  the  great  work 
he  is  to  write  by  and  by  when  the  little  books  are 
finished.  Over  Treasure  Island  I  let  my  fire  die  in 
winter  without  knowing  that  I  was  freezing.  But 
the  creator  of  Alan  Brcck  has  now  publislied  nearly 
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twenty  volumes.  It  is  so  much  easier  to  finish  the 
httle  works  than  to  begin  the  great  one,  for  which 
we  are  all  taking  notes. 

Mr.  Stevenson  is  not  to  be  labelled  novelist.  He 
wanders  the  byways  of  literature  without  any  fixed 
address.  Too  much  of  a  truant  to  be  classified  with 
the  other  boys,  he  is  only  a  writer  of  fiction  in  the  sense 
that  he  was  once  an  Edinburgh  University  student 
because  now  and  again  he  looked  in  at  his  classes  when 
he  happened  to  be  that  way.  A  literary  man  without 
a  fixed  occupation  amazes  Mr.  Henry  James,  a  master 
in  the  school  of  fiction  which  tells,  in  three  volumes, 
how  Hiram  K.  Wilding  trod  on  the  skirt  of  Alice  M. 
Sparkins  without  anything  coming  of  it.  Mr.  James 
analyses  Mr.  Stevenson  with  immense  cleverness, 
but  without  summing  up.  That  Dr.  Jekyll  and  Mr. 
Hyde  should  be  by  the  author  of  Treasure  Island, 
Virginibus  Puerisque  by  the  author  of  The  New 
Arabian  Nights,  A  Child's  Garden  of  Verses  by  the 
author  of  Prince  Otto,  are  to  him  the  three  degrees  of 
comparison  of  wonder,  though  for  my  own  part  I 
marvel  more  that  the  author  of  Daisy  Miller  should 
be  Mr.  Stevenson's  eulogist.  One  conceives  Mr. 
James  a  boy  in  velveteens  looking  fearfully  at  Steven- 
son playing  at  pirates. 

There  is  nothing  in  Mr.  Stevenson's  sometimes 
writing  essays,  sometimes  romances,  and  anon  poems 
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to  mark  him  versatile  beyond  other  authors.  One 
dreads  his  continuing  to  do  so,  with  so  many  books  at 
his  back,  lest  it  means  weakness  rather  than  strength. 
He  experiments  too  long  ;  he  is  still  a  boy  wondering 
what  he  is  going  to  be.  With  Cowley's  candour  he 
tells  us  that  he  wants  to  write  something  by  which  he 
may  be  for  ever  known.  His  attempts  in  this  direction 
have  been  in  the  nature  of  trying  different  ways,  and 
he  always  starts  off  whistling.  Having  gone  so  far 
without  losing  himself,  he  turns  back  to  try  another 
road.  Does  his  heart  fail  him,  despite  his  jaunty 
bearing,  or  is  it  because  there  is  no  hurry  ?  Though 
all  his  books  are  obviously  by  the  same  hand,  no 
living  writer  has  come  so  near  fame  from  so  many 
different  sides.  Where  is  the  man  among  us  who 
could  write  another  Virginibus  PuerisquCy  the  most 
delightful  volume  for  the  hammock  ever  sung  in 
prose  ?  The  poems  are  as  exquisite  as  they  are 
artificial.  Jekyll  and  Hyde  is  the  greatest  triumph 
extant  in  Clu-istmas  literature  of  the  morbid  kind. 
The  donkey  on  the  Cevennes  (how  Mr.  Stevenson 
belaboured  him  !)  only  stands  second  to  the  Inland 
Voyage.  Kidnapped  is  the  outstanding  boy's  book 
of  its  generation.  The  Black  Arrow  alone,  to  my 
tliinking,  is  second  class.  We  shall  all  be  doleful  if 
a  marksman  who  can  pepper  his  target  with  inners 
does  not  rcacli  the  buirs-cyc.  But  it  is  quite  time 
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the  great  work  was  begun.  The  sun  sinks  while  the 
climber  walks  round  his  mountain,  looking  for  the  best 
way  up. 

Hard  necessity  has  kept  some  great  writers  from 
doing  their  best  work,  but  Mr.  Stevenson  is  at  last  so 
firmly  established  that  if  he  continues  to  be  versatile 
it  will  only  be  from  choice.  He  has  attained  a  popu- 
larity such  as  is,  as  a  rule,  only  accorded  to  classic 
authors  or  to  charlatans.  For  this  he  has  America 
to  thank  rather  than  Britain,  for  the  Americans  buy 
his  books,  the  only  honour  a  writer's  admirers  are 
slow  to  pay  him.  Mr.  Stevenson's  reputation  in  the 
United  States  is  creditable  to  that  country,  which  has 
given  him  a  position  here  in  which  only  a  few  saw 
him  when  he  left.  Unfortunately,  with  popularity 
has  come  publicity.  All  day  the  reporters  sit  on  his 
garden  wall. 

No  man  has  written  in  a  finer  spirit  of  the  pro- 
fession of  letters  than  Mr.  Stevenson,  but  this  gossip 
vulgarises  it.  The  adulation  of  the  American  public 
and  of  a  little  band  of  clever  literary  dandies  in  London, 
great  in  criticism,  of  whom  he  has  become  the  darling, 
has  made  Mr.  Stevenson  complacent,  and  he  always 
tended  perhaps  to  be  a  thought  too  fond  of  his  velvet 
coat.  There  is  danger  in  the  delight  with  which  his 
every  scrap  is  now  received.  A  few  years  ago,  when 
he  was  his  own  severest  and  sanest  critic,  he  stopped 
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the  publication  of  a  book  after  it  was  in  proof — a 
brave  act.  He  has  lost  this  courage,  or  he  would 
have  re-written  The  Black  Arrow.  There  is  deteriora- 
tion in  the  essays  he  has  been  contributing  to  an 
American  magazine,  graceful  and  suggestive  though 
they  are.  The  most  charming  of  living  stylists,  Mr. 
Stevenson  is  self-conscious  in  all  his  books  now  and 
again,  but  hitherto  it  has  been  the  self-consciousness 
of  an  artist  with  severe  critics  at  his  shoulder.  It 
has  become  self-satisfaction.  The  critics  have  put  a 
giant's  robe  on  him,  and  he  has  not  flung  it  off.  He 
dismisses  Tom  Jones  with  a  simper.  Personally 
Thackeray  '  scarce  appeals  to  us  as  the  ideal  gentle- 
man ;  if  there  were  nothing  else  [what  else  is  there  ?  ] , 
perpetual  nosing  after  snobbery  at  least  suggests  the 
snob.'  From  Mr.  Stevenson  one  would  not  have 
expected  the  revival  of  this  silly  charge,  which  makes 
a  cabbage  of  every  man  who  writes  about  cabbages. 
I  shall  say  no  more  of  these  ill-considered  papers, 
though  the  sneers  at  Fielding  call  for  indignant 
remonstrance,  beyond  expressing  a  hope  that  they  lie 
buried  between  magazine  covers.  Mr.  Stevenson  has 
reached  the  critical  point  in  his  career,  and  one  would 
like  to  see  him  back  at  Bournemouth,  writing  within 
high  walls.  We  want  that  big  book  ;  we  think  he  is 
capable  of  it,  and  so  we  cannot  afford  to  let  him  drift 
into  the  seaweed.     About  the  writer  witli  whom  his 
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name  is  so  often  absurdly  linked  we  feel  differently. 
It  is ;  as  foolish  to  rail  at  Mr.  Rider  Haggard's 
complacency  as  it  would  be  to  blame  Christopher 
Sly  for  so  quickly  believing  that  he  was  born  a 
lord. 

The  keynote  of  all  Mr.  Stevenson's  writings  is  his 
indifference,  so  far  as  his  books  are  concerned,  to  the 
affairs  of  life  and  death  on  which  other  minds  are 
chiefly  set.  Whether  man  has  an  immortal  soul 
interests  him  as  an  artist  not  a  whit :  what  is  to  come 
of  man  troubles  him  as  little  as  where  man  came  from. 
He  is  a  warm,  genial  writer,  yet  this  is  so  strange  as 
to  seem  inhuman.  His  philosophy  is  that  we  are  but 
as  the  light-hearted  birds.  This  is  our  moment  of 
being ;  let  us  play  the  intoxicating  game  of  life 
beautifully,  artistically,  before  we  fall  dead  from  the 
tree.  We  all  know  it  is  only  in  his  books  that  Mr. 
Stevenson  can  live  this  life.  The  cry  is  to  arms ; 
spears  glisten  in  the  sun  ;  see  the  brave  bark  riding 
joyously  on  the  waves,  the  black  flag,  the  dash  of  red 
colour  twisting  round  a  mountainside.  Alas !  the 
drummer  lies  on  a  couch  beating  his  drum.  It  is  a 
pathetic  picture,  less  true  to  fact  now,  one  rejoices  to 
know,  than  it  was  recently.  A  common  theory  is 
that  Mr.  Stevenson  dreams  an  ideal  life  to  escape 
from  his  own  sufferings.  This  sentimental  plea  suits 
very  well.  The  noticeable  thing,  however,  is  that  the 
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grotesque,  the  uncanny,  holds  his  soul ;  his  brain 
will  only  follow  a  coloured  clue.  The  result  is  that 
he  is  chiefly  picturesque,  and,  to  those  who  want 
more  than  art  for  art's  sake,  never  satisfying.  Fas- 
cinating as  his  verses  are,  artless  in  the  perfection  of 
art,  they  take  no  reader  a  step  forward.  The  children 
of  whom  he  sings  so  sweetly  are  cherubs  without 
souls.  It  is  not  in  poetry  that  Mr.  Stevenson  will 
give  the  great  book  to  the  world,  nor  will  it,  I  think, 
be  in  the  form  of  essays.  Of  late  he  has  done  nothing 
quite  so  fine  as  Virginibus  Puerisque,  though  most 
of  his  essays  are  gardens  in  which  grow  few  weeds. 
Quaint  in  matter  as  in  treatment,  they  are  the  best 
strictly  literary  essays  of  the  day,  and  their  mixture 
of  tenderness  with  humour  suggests  Charles  Lamb. 
Some  think  Mr.  Stevenson's  essays  equal  to  Lamb's, 
or  greater.  To  that  I  say  No.  The  name  of  Lamb 
will  for  many  a  year  bring  proud  tears  to  English  eyes. 
Here  was  a  man,  weak  like  the  rest  of  us,  who  kept 
his  sorrows  to  himself.  Life  to  him  was  not  among 
the  trees.  He  had  loved  and  lost.  Grief  laid  a  heavy 
hand  on  his  brave  brow.  Dark  were  his  nights ; 
horrid  shadows  in  the  house  ;  sudden  terrors  ;  the 
heart  stops  beating  waiting  for  a  footstep.  At  that 
door  comes  Tragedy,  knocking  at  all  hours.  Was 
Lamb  dismayed  ?  The  tragedy  of  his  life  was  not 
drear  to  him.     It  was  wound  round  those  who  were 
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dearest  to  him ;  it  let  him  know  that  life  has  a  glory 
even  at  its  saddest,  that  humour  and  pathos  clasp 
hands,  that  loved  ones  are  drawn  nearer,  and  the 
soul  strengthened  in  the  presence  of  anguish,  pain, 
and  death.  When  Lamb  sat  down  to  write  he 
did  not  pull  down  his  blind  on  all  that  is  greatest, 
if  most  awful,  in  human  life.  He  was  gentle, 
kindly ;  but  he  did  not  play  at  pretending  that 
there  is  no  cemetery  round  the  corner.  In  Mr. 
Stevenson's  exquisite  essays  one  looks  in  vain  for  the 
great  heart  that  palpitates  through  the  pages  of 
Charles  Lamb. 

The  great  work,  if  we  are  not  to  be  disappointed, 
will  be  fiction.  Mr.  Stevenson  is  said  to  feel  this 
himself,  and,  as  I  understand,  Harry  Shovel  will  be  his 
biggest  bid  for  fame.  It  is  to  be,  broadly  speaking, 
a  nineteenth-century  Peregrine  Pickle,  dashed  with 
Meredith,  and  this  in  the  teeth  of  many  admirers 
who  maintain  that  the  best  of  the  author  is  Scottish. 
Mr.  Stevenson,  however,  knows  what  he  is  about. 
Critics  have  said  enthusiastically — for  it  is  difficult  to 
write  of  Mr.  Stevenson  without  enthusiasm — ^that 
Alan  Breck  is  as  good  as  anything  in  Scott.  Alan 
Breck  is  certainly  a  masterpiece,  quite  worthy  of  the 
greatest  of  all  storytellers,  who,  nevertheless,  it  should 
be  remembered,  created  these  rich  side  characters  by 
the  score,  another  before  dinner-time.  English  critics 
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have  taken  Alan  to  their  hearts,  and  appreciate  him 
thoroughly  ;  the  reason,  no  doubt,  being  that  he  is 
the  character  whom  England  acknowledges  as  the 
Scottish  type.  The  Highlands,  which  are  Scotland 
to  the  same  extent  as  Northumberland  is  England, 
present  such  a  character  to  this  day,  but  no  deep 
knowledge  of  Mr.  Stevenson's  native  country  was 
required  to  reproduce  him.  An  artistic  Englishman 
or  American  could  have  done  it.  Scottish  religion, 
I  think,  Mr.  Stevenson  has  never  understood,  except 
as  the  outsider  misunderstands  it.  He  thinks  it  hard 
because  there  are  no  coloured  windows.  '  The  colour 
of  Scotland  has  entered  into  him  altogether,'  says 
Mr.  James,  who,  we  gather,  conceives  in  Edinburgh 
Castle  a  place  where  tartans  glisten  in  the  sun,  while 
rocks  re-echo  bagpipes.  Mr.  James  is  right  in  a  way. 
It  is  the  tartan,  the  claymore,  the  cry  that  the  heather 
is  on  fire,  that  are  Scotland  to  Mr.  Stevenson.  But 
the  Scotland  of  our  day  is  not  a  country  rich  in  colour ; 
a  sombre  grey  prevails.  Thus,  though  Mr.  Stevenson's 
best  romance  is  Scottish,  that  is  only,  I  think,  because 
of  his  extraordinary  aptitude  for  the  picturesque. 
Give  him  any  period  in  any  country  that  is  romantic, 
and  he  will  soon  steep  himself  in  the  kind  of  know- 
ledge he  can  best  turn  to  account.  Adventures  suit 
him  best,  the  ladies  being  left  behind ;  and  so  long 
as  he  is  in  fettle  it  matters  little  whether  the  scene  be 
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Scotland  or  Spain.  The  great  thing  is  that  he  should 
now  give  to  one  ambitious  book  the  time  in  which 
he  has  hitherto  written  half  a  dozen  small  ones.  He 
will  have  to  take  existence  a  little  more  seriously — to 
weave  broadcloth  instead  of  lace. 
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During  the  four  winters  another  and  I  were  in 
Edinburgh  we  never  entered  any  but  Free  churches. 
This  seems  to  have  been  less  on  account  of  a  scorn  for 
other  denominations  than  because  we  never  thought 
of  them.  We  felt  sorry  for  the  '  men  '  who  knew  no 
better  than  to  claim  to  be  on  the  side  of  Dr.  Macgrcgor. 
Even  our  Free  kirks  were  limited  to  two,  St.  George's 
and  the  Free  High.  After  all,  we  must  have  been 
liberally  minded  beyond  most  of  our  fellows,  for,  as 
a  rule,  those  who  frequented  one  of  these  churches 
shook  their  heads  at  the  other.  It  is  said  that  Dr. 
Wliytc  and  Dr.  Smith  have  a  great  appreciation  of 
each  other.     They,  too,  are  liberally  minded. 

To  contrast  the  two  leading  Free  Church  ministers 
in  Edinburgh  as  they  struck  a  student  would  be  to 
become  a  boy  again.  The  one  is  always  ready  to  go 
on  fire,  and  the  other  is  sometimes  at  hand  with  a  jug 
of  cold  water.  Dr.  Smith  counts  a  hundred  before  he 
starts,  whilst  tlie  minister  of  Free  St.  George's  is  off 
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at  once  at  a  gallop,  and  would  always  arrive  first  at 
his  destination  if  he  had  not  sometimes  to  turn  back. 
He  is  not  only  a  Gladstonian,  but  Gladstonian ;  his 
enthusiasm  carries  him  on  as  steam  drives  the  engine. 
Dr.  Smith  being  a  critic,  with  a  faculty  of  satire, 
what  would  rouse  the  one  man  makes  the  other 
smile.  Dr.  Whyte  judges  you  as  you  are  at  the 
moment ;  Dr.  Smith  sees  what  you  will  be  like 
to-morrow.  Some  years  ago  the  defeated  side  in 
a  great  Assembly  fight  met  at  a  breakfast  to  reason 
itself  into  a  belief  that  it  had  gained  a  remarkable 
moral  victory.  Dr.  Whyte  and  Dr.  Smith  were 
both  present,  and  the  former  was  so  inspiriting 
that  the  breakfast  became  a  scene  of  enthusiasm. 
Then  Dr.  Smith  arose  and  made  a  remark  about  a 
company  of  Mark  Tapleys — after  which  the  meeting 
broke  up. 

I  have  a  curious  reminiscence  of  the  student  who 
most  frequently  accompanied  me  to  church  in  Edin- 
burgh. One  Sunday  when  we  were  on  our  way  up 
slushy  Bath  Street  to  Free  St.  George's,  he  discovered 
that  he  had  not  a  penny  for  the  plate.  I  suggested 
to  him  to  give  twopence  next  time ;  but  no,  he  turned 
back  to  our  lodgings  for  the  penny.  Some  time  after- 
wards he  found  himself  in  the  same  position  when  we 
were  nearing  the  Free  High.  '  I  '11  give  twopence 
next  time,'  he  said  cheerfully,  I  have  thought  this 
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over  ever  since  then,  and  wondered  if  there  was  any- 
thing in  it. 

The  most  glorious  privilege  of  the  old  is  to  assist 
the  young.  The  two  ministers  who  are  among  the 
chief  pillars  of  the  Free  Church  in  Edmburgh  are  not 
old  yet,  but  they  have  had  a  long  experience,  and 
the  strength  and  encouragement  they  have  been  to 
the  young  is  the  grand  outstanding  fact  of  their 
ministries.  Their  influence  is,  of  course,  chiefly 
noticeable  in  the  divinity  men,  who  make  their  Bible 
classes  so  remarkable.  There  is  a  sort  of  Freemasonry 
among  the  men  who  have  come  under  the  influence  of 
Dr.  Smith.  It  seems  to  have  steadied  them — to  have 
given  them  wise  rules  of  life  that  have  taken  the  noise 
out  of  them,  and  left  them  undemonstrative,  quiet, 
determined.  You  will  have  little  difficulty,  as  a  rule, 
in  picking  out  Dr.  Smith's  men,  whether  in  the  pulpit 
or  ui  private.  They  have  his  mark,  as  the  Rugby 
boys  were  marked  by  Dr.  Arnold.  Even  in  speaking 
of  him,  they  seldom  talk  in  superlatives  :  only  a 
light  comes  into  their  eye,  and  you  realise  what  a 
well-founded  reverence  is.  I  met  lately  in  London 
an  Irishman  who,  when  the  conversation  turned  to 
Scotland,  asked  what  Edinburgli  was  doing  witliout 
Dr.  Smith  (who  was  in  America  at  the  time).  He 
talked  witli  such  obvious  knowledge  of  Dr.  Smith's 
tcacliing,  and  with  such  affection  for  the  man,  that  by 
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and  by  we  were  surprised  to  hear  that  he  had  never 
heard  him  preach  nor  read  a  hne  of  his  works.  He 
explained  that  he  knew  intimately  two  men  who  looked 
upon  their  Sundays  in  the  Free  High,  and  still  more 
upon  their  private  talks  with  the  minister,  as  the 
turning-point  in  their  lives.  They  were  such  fine 
fellows,  and  they  were  so  sure  that  they  owed  their 
development  to  Dr.  Smith,  that  to  know  the  followers 
was  to  know  something  of  the  master.  This  it  is  to 
be  a  touchstone  to  young  men. 

There  are  those  who  think  Dr.  Smith  the  poet  of 
higher  account  than  Dr.  Smith  the  preacher.  I  do 
not  agree  with  them,  though  there  can  be  no  question 
that  the  author  of  Olrig  Grange  and  Mr.  Alexander 
Anderson  are  the  two  men  now  in  Edinburgh  who 
have  (at  times)  the  divine  afflatus.  *  Surfaceman '  is 
a  true  son  of  Burns.  Of  him  it  may  be  said,  as  it 
never  can  be  said  of  Dr.  Smith,  that  he  sings  because 
he  must.  His  thoughts  run  in  harmonious  numbers. 
The  author  of  Olrig  Grange  is  the  stronger  mind, 
however,  and  his  lines  are  always  pregnant  of  mean- 
ing. He  is  of  the  school  of  Mr.  Lewis  Morris, 
but  an  immeasurably  higher  intellect  if  not  so  fine 
an  artist :  indeed,  though  there  are  hundreds  of  his 
pages  that  are  not  poetry,  there  are  almost  none  that 
could  not  be  rewritten  into  weighty  prose.  Sound  is 
never  his  sole  object.  Good  novels  in  verse  are  a 
84 


REV.  WALTER  C.  SMITH,  D.D. 

mistake,  for  it  is  quite  certain  they  would  be  better 
in  prose.  The  novehst  has  a  great  deal  to  say  that 
cannot  be  said  naturally  in  rhythm,  and  much  of 
Dr.  Smith's  blank  verse  is  good  prose  in  frills.  It  is 
driven  into  an  undeserved  confinement. 

The  privilege  of  critics  is  to  get  twelve  or  twenty 
minor  poets  in  a  row,  and  then  blow  them  all  over 
at  once.  I  remember  one  who  dispatched  Dr.  Smith 
with  a  verse  from  the  book  under  treatment.  Dr. 
Smith  writes  of  a  poet's  verses  :  '  There  is  no  sacred 
fire  in  them,  Nor  much  of  homely  sense  and  shrewd,' 
and  when  the  critic  came  to  these  lines,  he  stopped 
reading  :  he  declared  that  Dr.  Smith  had  passed  judg- 
ment on  himself.  This  is  a  familiar  form  of  criticism, 
but  in  the  present  case  it  had  at  least  the  demerit  of 
being  false.  There  is  so  much  sacred  fire  about  Dr. 
Smith's  best  poetry,  that  it  is  what  makes  him  a  poet ; 
and  as  for  '  homely  sense  and  shrewd,'  he  has  simply 
more  of  it  than  any  contemporary  >vTiter  of  verse. 
It  is  what  gives  heart  to  his  satire,  and  keeps  him 
from  wounding  merely  for  the  pleasure  of  drawing 
blood.  In  conjunction  with  the  sacred  fire,  the  noble 
indignation  that  mean  things  should  be,  the  insight 
into  the  tragic,  it  is  what  makes  '  Hilda '  his  greatest 
poem.  Witliout  it  there  could  not  be  pathos,  which 
is  concerned  with  little  things ;  nor  iiumour,  nor, 
indeed,  the  flash  into  men  and  tilings  that  makes  such 
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a  poem  as  '  Dr.  Linkletter's  Scholar '  as  true  as  life, 
as  sad  as  death.  If  only  for  the  sake  of  that  noble 
piece  of  writing,  every  Scottish  student  should  have 
'  North-Country  Folk'  in  his  possession.  The  poem 
is  probably  the  most  noteworthy  thing  that  has  been 
said  of  Northern  Universitv  life. 
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CHAPTER   I 

ENGAGED  ? 

When  Andrew  Riach  went  to  London,  his  intention 
was  to  become  private  secretary  to  a  member  of  the 
Cabinet.  If  time  permitted,  he  proposed  writing  for 
the  Press. 

'  It  might  be  better  if  you  and  Clarrie  understood 
each  other,'  the  minister  said. 

It  was  their  last  night  together.  They  faced  each 
other  in  the  mansc-parlour  at  Whecns,  whose  low, 
peeled  ceiling  had  threatened  Mr.  Eassie  at  his  desk 
every  time  he  looked  up  with  his  pen  in  his  mouth 
until  his  wife  died,  when  he  ceased  to  notice  things. 
The  one  picture  on  the  walls,  an  engraving  of  a  boy 
in  velveteen,  astride  a  tree,  entitled,  '  Boyhood  of 
Bunvan,'  had  started  life  with  him.  The  horsehair 
chairs  were  not  torn,  and  you  did  not  require  to 
know  tlie  sofa  before  you  sat  down  on  it  that  day 
thirty  years  before,  when  a  chubby  minister  and  his 
lady  walked  to  the  manse  between  two  cart-loads  of 
furniture,  trying  not  to  look  elated. 

Clarrie  rose  to  go  when  she  heard  her  name.     Tlu* 
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lovelight  was  in  her  eyes,  but  Andrew  did  not  open 
the  door  for  her,  for  he  was  a  Scotch  graduate. 
Besides,  she  might  one  day  be  his  wife. 

The  minister's  toddy-ladle  clinked  against  his 
tumbler,  but  Andrew  did  not  speak.  Clarrie  was 
the  girl  he  generally  adored. 

'  As  for  Clarrie,'  he  said  at  last,  '  she  puts  me 
in  an  awkward  position.  How  do  I  know  that  I 
love  her  ?  * 

'  You  have  known  each  other  a  long  time,'  said  the 
minister. 

His  guest  was  cleaning  his  pipe  with  a  hair-pin, 
that  his  quick  eye  had  detected  on  the  carpet. 

'  And  she  is  devoted  to  you,'  continued  Mr.  Eassie. 

The  young  man  nodded. 

'  What  I  fear,'  he  said,  '  is  that  we  have  known 
each  other  too  long.  Perhaps  my  feeling  for  Clarrie 
is  only  brotherly ' 

'  Hers  for  you,  x^ndrew,  is  more  than  sisterly.' 

'  Admitted.  But  consider,  Mr.  Eassie,  she  has  only 
seen  the  world  in  soirees.  Every  girl  has  her  day- 
dreams, and  Clarrie  has  perhaps  made  a  dream  of 
me.  She  is  impulsive,  given  to  idealisation,  and 
hopelessly  illogical.' 

The  minister  moved  uneasily  in  his  chair. 

'  I  have  reasoned  out  her  present  relation  to  me,' 
the  young  man  went  on,  '  and,  the  more  you  reduce 
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it  to  the  usual  formulae,  the  more  illogical  it  becomes. 
Clarrie  could  possibly  describe  me,  but  define  me— 
never.  What  is  our  prospect  of  happiness  in  these 
circumstances  ?  ' 

'  But  love '  began  Mr.  Eassie. 

'  Love  !  '  exclaimed  Andrew.  '  Is  there  such  a 
tiling  ?  Reduce  it  to  syllogistic  form,  and  how  docs 
it  look  in  Barbara  ?  ' 

For  the  moment  there  was  almost  some  expression 
in  his  face,  and  he  suffered  from  a  determination  of 
words  to  the  mouth. 

'  Love  and  logic,'  Mr.  Eassie  interposed,  '  are 
hardly  kindred  studies.' 

'  Is  love  a  study  at  all  ?  '  asked  Andrew  bitterly. 
*  It  is  but  the  trail  of  idleness.  But  all  idleness  is 
folly  ;   tlierefore,  love  is  folly.' 

Mr.  Eassie  was  not  so  keen  a  logician  as  his  guest, 
but  he  had  age  for  a  major  premiss.  lie  was  easy- 
going rather  than  a  coward  ;  a  preacher  who,  in  the 
pulpit,  looked  difficulties  genially  in  the  face,  ami 
passed  them  by. 

Riach  had  a  very  long  neck.  He  was  twenty-five 
years  of  age,  fair,  and  somewhat  heavily  built,  with  a 
face  as  inexpressive  as  book-covers. 

A  native  of  Wheens  and  an  orphan,  he  had  been 
brought  up  by  his  uncle,  who  was  a  weaver  and  read 
Herodotus  in  the  original.     The  uncle  starved  iiimsclf 

93 


BETTER  DEAD 

to  buy  books  and  talk  about  them,  until  one  day  he 
got  a  good  meal,  and  died  of  it.  Then  Andrew 
apprenticed  himself  to  a  tailor. 

When  his  time  was  out,  he  walked  fifty  miles  to 
Aberdeen  University,  and  got  a  bursary.  He  had 
been  there  a  month,  when  his  professor  said  good- 
naturedly — 

'  Don't  you  think,  ^Ir.  Riach,  you  would  get  on 
better  if  you  took  your  hands  out  of  your  pockets  ?  ' 

'  No,  sir,  I  don't  think  so,'  repUed  Andrew,  in  all 
honesty. 

When  told  that  he  must  apologise,  he  did  not  see 
it,  but  was  wdlling  to  argue  the  matter  out. 

Next  year  he  matriculated  at  Edinburgh,  sharing 
one  room  with  two  others  ;  studying  through  the 
night,  and  getting  their  bed  when  they  rose.  He  was 
a  failure  in  the  classics,  because  they  left  you  where 
you  were,  but  in  his  third  year  he  woke  the  logic 
class-room,  and  frightened  the  professor  of  moral 
philosophy. 

He  was  nearly  rusticated  for  praying  at  a  debating 
society  for  a  divinity  professor  who  was  in  the 
chair. 

'  O    Lord  !  '    he   cried  fervently,    '  open   his   eyes, 

guide  his  tottering  footsteps,  and  lead  him  from  the 

paths  of  folly  into  those  that  are  lovely  and  of  good 

report,  for  lo !  his  days  are  numbered,  and  the  sickle 
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has  been  sliarpened,  and  tlie  com  is  not  yet  ripe  for 
the  cutting.' 

When  Andrew  graduated  he  was  known  as  a  student 
of  mark. 

He  returned  to  Wheens,  before  setting  out  for 
London,  with  a  consciousness  of  his  worth. 

Yet  he  was  only  bom  to  follow,  and  his  chance  of 
making  a  noise  in  the  world  rested  on  his  meeting  a 
stronger  than  himself.  During  his  summer  vacations 
he  had  weaved  sufficient  money  to  keep  himself  during 
the  winter  on  porridge  and  potatoes. 

Clarrie  was  beautiful  and  all  that. 

*  \Ve  '11  say  no  more  about  it,  then,'  the  minister 
said  after  a  pause. 

'  The  matter,'  replied  Andrew,  '  cannot  be  dis- 
missed in  that  way.  Reasonable  or  not,  I  do  un- 
doubtedly experience  sensations  similar  to  Clarric's. 
But  in  my  love  I  notice  a  distinct  ebb  and  (low.  There 
are  times  when  I  don't  care  a  hang  for  her.' 

*  Andrew  I  ' 

'  1  beg  your  pardon.  Still,  it  is  you  who  have 
insisted  on  discussing  this  question  in  the  particular 
instance.  Love  in  the  abstract  is  of  much  greater 
moment.' 

'  1  have  sometimes  thought,  Andrew,'  Mr.  Eassie 
said,  '  that  you  are  lacking  in  the  imaginative 
faculty.' 
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'  In  other  words,  love  is  a  mere  fancy.  Grant  that, 
and  see  to  what  it  leads.  By  imagining  that  I  have 
Clarrie  with  me  I  am  as  well  off  as  if  I  really  had. 
Why,  then,  should  I  go  to  needless  expense,  and  take 
her  from  you  ?  ' 

The  white-haired  minister  rose,  for  the  ten  o'clock 
bell  was  ringing  and  it  was  time  for  family 
worship. 

'  My  boy,'  he  said,  '  if  there  must  be  a  sacrifice 
let  the  old  man  make  it.     I,  too,  have  imagination.' 

For  the  moment  there  was  a  majesty  about  him 
that  was  foreign  to  his  usual  bearing.  Andrew  was 
touched,  and  gripped  his  hand. 

'  Rather,'  he  cried,  '  let  the  girl  we  both  love  remain 
with  you.  She  will  be  here  waiting  for  me — should 
I  return.' 

'  More  likely,'  said  the  minister,  '  she  will  be  at 
the  bank.' 

The  banker  was  unmarried,  and  had  once  in  February 
and  again  in  June  seen  Clarrie  home  from  the  Dorcas 
Society.  The  town  talked  about  it.  Strictly  speak- 
ing, gentlemen  should  not  attend  these  meetings ; 
but  in  Wheens  there  was  not  much  difference  between 
the  men  and  the  women. 

That  night,  as  Clarrie  bade  Andrew  farewell  at  the 
garden  gate,  he  took  her  head  in  his  hands  and  asked 
what  this  talk  about  the  banker  meant. 
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It  was  no  ignoble  curiosity  that  prompted  him. 
He  would  rather  have  got  engaged  to  her  there  and 
then  than  have  left  without  feeling  sure  of  her. 

His  sweetheart  looked  her  reply  straight  into  his 
eyes. 

'  Andrew  !  '  was  all  she  said. 

It  was  sufficient.  He  knew  that  he  did  not  require 
to  press  his  point. 

Lovers'  watches  stand  still.  At  last  Andrew 
stooped  and  kissed  her  upturned  face. 

*  If  a  herring  and  a  half,'  he  said  anxiously,  '  cost 
three  half-pence,  how  many  will  you  get  for  eleven- 
pence ?  ' 

Clarrie  was  mute. 

Andrew  shuddered  ;  he  felt  that  he  was  making 
a  mistake. 

'  Why  do  I  kiss  you  ?  '  he  cried.  '  \Vhat  good  docs 
it  do  either  of  us  ?  ' 

He  looked  fiercely  at  his  companion,  and  her  eyes 
filled  with  tears. 

'  Where  even  is  the  pleasure  in  it  ?  '  he  added 
brutally. 

The  only  objectionable  thing  about  Clarrie  was  her 
long  hair. 

She  wore  a  black  frock  and  looked  very  breakable. 
Nothing  irritates  a  man  so  much. 

Andrew    gathered    her    passionately    in    his    arms, 
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while  a  pained,  puzzled  expression  struggled  to  reach 
his  face. 

Then  he  replaced  her  roughly  on  the  ground  and 
left  her. 

It  was  impossible  to  say  whether  they  were 
engaged. 
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Andrew    reached    King's    Cross    on    the    following 
Wednesday  morning. 

It  was  the  first  time  he  had  set  foot  in  England, 
and  he  naturally  thought  of  Bannockbum. 

He  left  his  box  in  the  cloak-room,  and,  finding  his 
way  into  Bloomsbury,  took  a  bedroom  at  the  top  of 
a  house  in  Bernard  Street. 

Then  he  returned  for  his  box,  carried  it  on  his  back 
to  his  lodgings,  and  went  out  to  buy  a  straw  hat.  It 
had  not  struck  him  to  be  lonely. 

He  bought  two  pork  pies  in  an  eating-house  in 
Gray's  Inn  Road,  and  set  out  for  Ilarley  Street, 
looking  at  London  on  the  way. 

Mr.  Gladstone  was  at  home,  but  aU  his  private 
secretaryships  were  already  filled. 

Andrew  was  not  greatly  disappointed,  though  he 
was  too  polite  to  say  so.  In  politics  he  was  a  granite- 
headed  Radical  ;  and  on  several  questions,  such  as 
the  Church  and  Free  Education,  the  two  men  were 
hopelessly  at  variance. 
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Mr.  Chamberlain  was  the  man  with  whom,  on  the 
whole,  he  believed  it  would  be  best  to  work.  But 
Mr.  Chamberlain  could  not  even  see  him. 

Looking  back  to  this  time,  it  is  impossible  not  to 
speculate  upon  how  things  might  have  turned  out 
had  the  Radical  party  taken  Andrew  to  them  in  his 
day  of  devotion  to  their  cause. 

This  is  the  saddest  spectacle  in  life,  a  brave  young 
man's  first  meeting  with  the  world.  How  rapidly 
the  milk  turns  to  gall !  For  the  cruellest  of  his  acts 
the  vivisectionist  has  not  even  the  excuse  that  science 
benefits. 

Here  was  a  young  Scotchman,  able,  pure,  of  noble 
ambition,  and  a  first  medallist  in  metaphysics.  Genius 
was  written  on  his  brow.  He  may  have  written  it 
himself,  but  it  was  there. 

He  offered  to  take  a  pound  a  week  less  than  any 
other  secretary  in  London.  Not  a  Cabinet  Minister 
would  have  him.  Lord  Randolph  Churchill  would 
not  speak  to  him.  He  had  fifty-eight  testimonials 
with  him.  They  would  neither  read  nor  listen  to 
them. 

He  could  not  fasten  a  quarrel  on  London,  for  it 
never  recognised  his  existence.  What  a  commentary 
on  our  vaunted  political  life  ! 

Andrew  tried  the  Press. 

He  sent  one  of  the  finest  things  that  was  ever 
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written  on  the  Ontology  of  Being  to  paper  after  paper, 
and  it  was  never  used.  He  threatened  the  Times 
with  legal  proceedings  if  it  did  not  return  the  manu- 
script. 

The  Standard  sent  him  somebody  else's  manuscript, 
and  seemed  to  think  it  would  do  as  well. 

In  a  fortnight  his  enthusiasm  had  been  bled  to 
death. 

His  testimonials  were  his  comfort  and  his  curse. 
He  would  have  committed  suicide  without  them, 
but  they  kept  him  out  of  situations. 

He  had  the  fifty-eight  by  heart,  and  went  over 
them  to  himself  all  day.  He  fell  asleep  witii  them, 
and  they  were  there  when  he  woke. 

The  moment  he  found  himself  in  a  great  man's 
presence  he  began  : 

'  From  the  Rev.  Peter  Mackay,  D.D.,  author  of 
The  Disruption  Divines,  Minister  of  Free  St.  King's, 
Dundee. — I  have  nmch  pleasure  in  stating  that  1 
have  known  Mr.  Andrew  Gordon  Cummings  Riach 
for  many  years,  and  have  been  led  to  form  a  high 
opinion  of  his  ability.  In  the  summer  of  18 —  Mr. 
Riach  had  entire  charge  of  a  class  in  my  Sabbath 
school,  when  I  had  ample  opportunity  of  testing  his 
efficiency,  unwearying  patience,  exceptional  power 
of  illustration  and  high  Christian  character,'  and 
so  on. 
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Or  he  might  begin  at  the  beginning  : 

'  Testimonials  in  favour  of  Andrew  G.  C.  Riach, 
M.A.  (Edin.),  applicant  for  the  post  of  Private  Secre- 
tary to  any  one  of  Her  Majesty's  Cabinet  Ministers, 
6  Candlish  Street,  Wheens,  N.B.— I,  Andrew  G.  C. 
Riach,  beg  to  offer  myself  as  a  candidate  for  the  post 
of  private  secretary,  and  submit  the  following  testi- 
monials in  my  favour  for  your  consideration.  I  am 
twenty-five  years  of  age,  a  Master  of  Arts  of  the 
University  of  Edinburgh,  and  a  member  of  the  Free 
Church  of  Scotland.  At  the  University  I  succeeded 
in  carrying  a  bursary  of  £14,  10s.  per  annum,  tenable 
for  four  years.  I  was  first  medallist  in  the  class  of 
Logic  and  Metaphysics,  thirteenth  prizeman  in  Mathe- 
matics, and  had  a  certificate  of  merit  in  the  class  of 
Natural  Philosophy,  as  will  be  seen  from  my  testi- 
monials.' 

However,  he  seldom  got  as  far  as  this. 

It  was  when  alone  that  these  testimonials  were  his 
truest  solace.  Had  you  met  him  in  the  Strand 
conning  them  over,  you  might  have  taken  him 
for  an  actor.  He  had  a  yearning  to  stop  strangers 
in  the  streets  and  try  a  testimonial's  effect  on 
them. 

Every  young  man  is  not  equally  unfortunate. 

Riach's  appearance  was  against  him. 

There  was  a  suggestion  of  latent  strength  about  him 
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that  made  strangers  uncomfortable.  Even  the  friends 
who  thought  they  understood  him  Hked  him  to  go 
away. 

Lord  Rosebery  made  several  jokes  to  him,  and 
Andrew  only  looked  at  him  in  response.  The  general 
feeling  was  that  he  was  sneering  at  you  somewhere 
in  his  inside. 

Let  us  do  no  one  an  injustice. 

As  it  turned  out,  the  Cabinet  and  Press  were  but 
being  used  in  this  case  as  the  means  to  an  end. 

A  grand  work  lay  ready  for  Andrew's  hand  when 
he  was  fit  to  perform  it,  but  he  had  to  learn  Naked 
Truth  first.  It  was  ordained  that  they  should  teach 
it  him.  Providence  sometimes  makes  use  of  strange 
instruments. 

Riach  had  two  pounds  with  him  when  he  came  to 
London,  and  in  a  month  they  had  almost  gone. 

Now  and  again  he  made  an  odd  five  shillings. 

Do  you  know  how  men  in  his  position  live  in 
London  ? 

He  could  not  afford  the  profession  of  not  having 
any. 

At  one  time  he  was  a  phrasemonger  for  politicians, 
especially  for  the  Irish  members,  who  were  the  only 
ones  that  paid. 

Some  of  his  phrases  have  become  Parliamentary. 
Thus  '  Buckshot  '  was  his.     *  Mend  them— End  them,' 
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*  Grand  Old  Man,'  and  '  Legislation  by  Picnic  '  may- 
all  be  traced  to  the  struggling  young  man  from 
Wheens.^ 

He  supplied  the  material  for  obituary  notices. 

When  the  newspaper  placards  announced  the  serious 
illness  of  a  distinguished  man,  he  made  up  character- 
istic anecdotes  about  his  childhood,  his  reputation  at 
school,  his  first  love,  and  sent  them  as  the  remini- 
scences of  a  friend  to  the  great  London  dailies.  These 
were  the  only  things  of  his  they  used.  As  often  as 
not  the  invalid  got  better,  and  then  Andrew  went 
without  a  dinner. 

Once  he  offered  his  services  to  a  Conservative 
statesman ;  at  another  time  he  shot  himself  in  the 
coat  in  Northumberland  Street,  Strand,  to  oblige  an 
evening  paper  (five  shillings). 

He  fainted  in  the  pit  of  a  theatre  to  the  bribe  of 
an  emotional  tragedian  (a  guinea). 

He  assaulted  a  young  lady  and  her  aunt  with  a 
view  to  robbery,  in  a  quiet  thoroughfare,  by  arrange- 
ment with  a  young  gentleman,  who  rescued  them  and 
made  him  run  (ten  shillings). 

It  got  into  the  papers  that  he  had  fled  from  the 
wax  policeman  at  Tussaud's  (half  a  crown). 

1  Some  time  afterwards  Lord  Rosebery  convulsed  an  audience  by  a  story 
about  a  friend  of  his  who  complained  that  you  get  'no  forrarder'  on  claret. 
Andrew  was  that  friend. 
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More  than  once  he  sold  his  body  in  advance  to  the 
doctors,  and  was  never  able  to  buy  it  out.^ 

It  would  be  a  labour,  thankless  as  impossible,  to 
recover  now  all  the  devices  by  which  Andrew  dis- 
graced his  manhood  during  these  weeks  rather  than 
die.  As  well  count  the  '  drinks  '  an  actor  has  in 
a  day. 

It  is  not  our  part  to  climb  down  into  the  depths 
after  him.  He  reappeared  eventually,  or  this  record 
would  never  have  been  wTitten. 

During  this  period  of  gloom,  Clarrie  wrote  him 
frequently  long  and  tender  epistles. 

More  strictly,  the  minister  wrote  them,  for  he  had 
the  gift  of  beautiful  sentiment  in  letters,  which  had 
been  denied  to  her. 

She  copied  them,  however,  and  signed  them,  and 
they  were  a  great  consolation. 

The  love  of  a  good  girl  is  a  priceless  possession,  or 
rather,  in  this  case,  of  a  good  minister. 

So  long  as  you  do  not  know  which,  it  does  not  make 
much  difference. 

At  times  Andrew's  reason  may  have  been  unhinged, 
less  on  account  of  his  reverses  than  because  no  one 
spoke  to  him. 

'  lie  had  fine  idemi,  but  no  rnonvy  to  work  them  out  One  was  to  atart 
a  teriout  Spectator,  on  the  line*  of  the  preneDt  one,  but  not  ao  flippant  and 
frivoloui. 
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There  were  days  and  nights  when  he  rushed  all 
over  London. 

In  the  principal  streets  the  stolid-faced  Scotchman 
in  a  straw  hat  became  a  familiar  figure. 

Strange  fancies  held  him.  He  stood  for  an 
hour  at  a  time  looking  at  his  face  in  a  shop 
window. 

The  boot-blacks  pointed  at  him  and  he  disappeared 
down  passages. 

He  shook  his  fist  at  the  'bus-conductors,  who  would 
not  leave  him  alone. 

In  the  yellow  night  policemen  drew  back  scared, 
as  he  hurried  past  them  on  his  way  to  nowhere. 

In  the  day-time  Oxford  Street  was  his  favourite 
thoroughfare.  He  was  very  irritable  at  this  time, 
and  could  not  leave  his  fellow- wayfarers  alone. 

More  than  once  he  poked  his  walking-stick  through 
the  eyeglass  of  a  brave  young  gentleman. 

He  would  turn  swiftly  round  to  catch  people  look- 
ing at  him. 

When  a  small  boy  came  in  his  way,  he  took  him  by 
the  neck  and  planted  him  on  the  curbstone. 

If  a  man  approached  simpering,  Andrew  stopped 
and  gazed  at  him.  The  smile  went  from  the  stranger's 
face  ;  he  blushed  or  looked  fierce.  When  he  turned 
round,  Andrew  still  had  his  eye  on  him.  Sometimes 
he  came  bouncing  back. 
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'  VVTiat  are  you  so  confoundedly  happy  about  ?  ' 
Andrew  asked. 

When  he  found  a  crowd  gazing  in  at  a  '  while  you 
wait  '  shop  window,  or  entranced  over  the  paving  of 
a  street — 

'  Splendid,  isn't  it  ?  '  he  said  to  the  person  nearest 
him. 

He  dropped  a  penny,  which  he  could  ill  spare,  into 
the  hat  of  an  exquisite  who  annoyed  him  by  his  way 
of  lifting  it  to  a  lady. 

When  he  saw  a  man  crossing  the  street  too  daintily, 
he  ran  after  him  and  hit  him  over  the  legs. 

Even  on  his  worst  days  his  reasoning  powers  never 
left  him.  Once  a  mother  let  her  child  slip  from  her 
arms  to  the  pavement. 

She  gave  a  shriek. 

*  My  good  woman,'  said  Andrew  testily,  '  what 
difference  can  one  infant  in  the  world  more  or  less 
make  ?  ' 

We  come  now  to  an  eccentricity,  engendered 
of  loneliness,  that  altered  the  whole  course  of  his 
life.  Want  had  battered  down  his  door.  Trutii 
had  been  evolved  from  despair.  He  was  at  last 
to  have  a  flash  into  salvation. 

To  give  an  object  to  his  walks  abroad  he  would 
fasten  upon  a  wayfarer  and  follow  him  till  he  ran 
him  to  his  destination.     Chance  led  to  his  selecting 
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one  quarry  rather  than  another.  He  would  dog 
a  man's  footsteps,  struck  by  the  glossiness  of  his 
boots,  or  to  discover  what  he  was  in  such  a  hurry 
about,  or  merely  because  he  had  a  good  back  to 
follow.  Probably  he  seldom  knew  what  attracted 
him,  and  sometimes  when  he  realised  the  pursuit 
he  gave  it  up. 

On  these  occasions  there  was  one  person  only 
who  really  interested  him.  This  was  a  man,  some- 
what over  middle  age,  of  singularly  noble  and  dis- 
tinguished bearing.  His  brow  was  furrowed  with 
lines,  but  they  spoke  of  cares  of  the  past.  Benevo- 
lence had  settled  on  his  face.  It  was  as  if,  after 
a  weary  struggle,  the  sun  had  broken  through  the 
heavy  clouds.  He  was  attired  in  the  ordinary 
dress  of  an  English  gentleman ;  but  once,  when  he 
raised  his  head  to  see  if  it  rained,  Andrew  noticed 
that  he  only  wore  a  woollen  shirt,  without  a  neck- 
tie. As  a  rule,  his  well-trimmed  venerable  beard 
hid  this  from  view. 

He  seemed  a  man  of  unostentatious  means. 
Andrew  lost  him  in  Drury  Lane  and  found  him 
again  in  Piccadilly.  He  was  generally  alone,  never 
twice  with  the  same  person.  His  business  was 
scattered,  or  it  was  his  pleasure  that  kept  him 
busy.  He  struck  the  observer  as  always  being  on 
the  outlook  for  some  one  who  did  not  come. 
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Why  attempt  to  account  for  the  nameless  fasci- 
nation he  exercised  over  the  young  Scotchman  ? 
We  speak  lightly  of  mesmeric  influence,  but,  after 
all,  there  is  only  one  mesmerist  for  youth— a  good 
woman  or  a  good  man.  Depend  upon  it,  that  is 
why  so  many  '  mesmerists  '  have  mistaken  their 
vocation.  Andrew  took  to  prowling  about  the 
streets  looking  for  this  man,  like  a  dog  that  has 
lost  its  master. 

The  day  came  when  they  met. 

Andrew  was  returning  from  the  Crystal  Palace, 
which  he  had  been  viewing  from  the  outside.  He 
had  walked  both  ways. 

Just  as  he  rounded  the  upper  end  of  Chancery 
Lane,  a  man  walking  rapidly  struck  against  him, 
whirled  him  aside,  and  hurried  on. 

The  day  was  done,  but  as  yet  the  lamps  only 
dimmed  the  streets. 

Andrew  had  been  dreaming,  and  the  jerk  woke 
him  to  the  roar  of  London. 

It  was  as  if  he  had  taken  his  fingers  from  his  ears. 

He  staggered,  dazed,  against  a  'bus-horse,  but 
the  next  moment  he  was  in  pursuit  of  the  stranger. 
It  was  but  a  continuation  of  his  dream.  He  felt 
that  something  was  about  to  happen.  He  had 
never  seen  this  man  disturbed  before. 

Chancery    Lane    swarmed    with    lawyers,    but    if 
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they  had  not  made  way  Andrew  would  have  walked 
over  them. 

He  clove  his  way  between  those  walking  abreast, 
and  struck  down  an  arm  extended  to  point  out 
the  Law  Courts.  When  he  neared  the  stranger,  he 
slightly  slackened  his  pace,  but  it  was  a  stampede 
even  then. 

Suddenly  the  pursued  came  to  a  dead  stop  and 
gazed  for  twenty  minutes  in  at  a  pastry-cook's 
window.  Andrew  waited  for  him.  Then  they  started 
off  again,  much  more  leisurely. 

They  turned  Chancery  Lane  almost  together.  All 
this  time  Andrew  had  failed  to  catch  sight  of  the 
other's  face. 

He  stopped  twice  in  the  Strand  for  a  few  minutes. 

At  Charing  Cross  he  seemed  for  a  moment  at  a 
loss.  Then  he  sprang  across  the  street,  and  went 
back  the  way  he  came. 

It  was  now  for  the  first  time  that  a  strange  notion 
illumined  Andrew's  brain.  It  bewildered  him,  and 
left  him  in  darkness  the  next  moment.  But  his 
blood  was  running  hot  now,  and  his  eyes  were 
glassy. 

They  turned  down  Arundel  Street. 

It  was  getting  dark.  There  were  not  a  dozen 
people  in  the  narrow  thoroughfare. 

His  former  thought  leapt  back  into  Andrew's 
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mind — not  a  fancy  now,  but  a  fact.  The  stranger 
was  following  some  one  too. 

For  what  purpose  ?     His  o\vn  ? 

Andrew  did  not  put  the  question  to  himself. 

There  were  not  twenty  yards  between  the  three 
of  them. 

What  Riach  saw  in  front  was  a  short  stout  man 
proceeding  cheerfully  do\\Ti  the  street.  He  delayed 
in  a  doorway  to  light  a  cigar,  and  the  stranger 
stopped  as  if  turned  to  stone. 

Andrew  stopped  too. 

They  were  like  the  wheels  of  a  watch.  The  first 
wheel  moved  on,  and  set  the  others  going  again. 

For  a  hundred  yards  or  more  they  walked  in 
procession  in  a  westerly  direction  without  meeting 
a  human  being.  At  last  the  first  of  the  trio  half 
turned  on  his  heel  and  leant  over  the  Embankment. 

Riach  drew  back  into  the  shade,  just  before  the 
stranger  took  a  lightning  glance  behind  him. 

The  young  man  saw  his  face  now.  It  was  never 
fuller  of  noble  purpose  ;  yet  why  did  Andrew  cry 
out? 

The  next  moment  the  stranger  had  darted  forward, 
slipped  his  arms  round  the  little  man's  legs,  and 
toppled  him  into  the  river. 

There  was  a  splash  but  no  shriek. 

Andrew   bounded    forward,   but  the   stranger   held 
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him  by  one  hand.  His  clear  blue  eyes  looked  down 
a  little  wistfully  upon  the  young  Scotchman,  who 
never  felt  the  fascination  of  a  master-mind  more 
than  at  that  moment.  As  if  feeling  his  power,  the 
elder  man  relaxed  his  hold  and  pointed  to  the  spot 
where  his  victim  had  disappeared. 

'  He  was  a  good  man,'  he  said,  more  to  himself 
than  to  Andrew,  '  and  the  world  has  lost  a  great 
philanthropist ;  but  he  is  better  as  he  is.* 

Then  he  lifted  a  paving-stone,  and  peered  long 
and  earnestly  into  the  waters. 

The  short  stout  man,  however,  did  not  rise  again. 
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Lost  in  reverie,  the  stranger  stood  motionless  on 
the  Embankment.  The  racket  of  the  city  was 
behind  him.  At  his  feet  lay  a  drowned  world, 
its  lights  choking  in  the  Thames.  It  was  London, 
as  it  will  be  on  the  last  day. 

With  an  effort  he  roused  himself  and  took  Andrew's 
arm. 

'  The  body  will  soon  be  recovered,'  he  said,  in 
a  voice  of  great  dejection,  '  and  people  will  talk. 
Let  us  go.' 

They  retraced  their  steps  up  Arundel  Street. 

*  Now,'  said  Andrew's  companion,  '  tell  me  who 
you  are.' 

Andrew  would  have  preferred  to  hear  who  the 
stranger  was.  In  the  circumstances  he  felt  that  he 
had  almost  a  right  to  know.  But  this  was  not  a 
man  to  brook  interference. 

'  If  you  will  answer  me  one  question,'  the  young 
Scotchman  said  humbly,  *  I  shall  tell  you  everything.' 

His  reveries  had  made  Andrew  quick-witted,  and 
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he  had  the  judicial  mind  which  prevents  one's  judging 
another  rashly.  Besides,  his  hankering  after  this  man 
had  already  suggested  an  exculpation  for  him. 

'  You  are  a  Radical  ?  '  he  asked  eagerly. 

The  stranger's  brows  contracted.  '  Young  man,' 
he  said,  *  though  all  the  Radicals,  and  Liberals, 
and   Conservatives   who   ever   addressed   the   House 

of  Commons  were  in ,  I  would  not  stoop  to  pick 

them  up,  though  I  could  gather  them  by  the 
gross.' 

He  said  this  without  an  Irish  accent,  and  Andrew 
felt  that  he  had  better  begin  his  story  at  once. 

He  told  everything. 

As  his  tale  neared  its  conclusion  his  companion 
scanned  him  narrowly. 

If  the  stranger's  magnanimous  countenance  did 
not  beam  down  in  sympathy  upon  the  speaker,  it 
was  because  surprise  and  gratification  filled  it. 

Only  once  an  ugly  look  came  into  his  eyes.  That 
was  when  Andrew  had  reached  the  middle  of  his 
second  testimonial. 

The  young  man  saw  the  look,  and  at  the  same  time 
felt  the  hold  on  his  arm  become  a  grip. 

His  heart  came  into  his  mouth.  He  gulped  it 
down,  and,  with  what  was  perhaps  a  judicious 
sacrifice,  jumped  the  remainder  of  his  testimonials. 

When  the  stranger  heard  how  he  had  been  tracked 
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tlirough  the  streets,  he  put  his  head  to  the  side  to 
think. 

It  was  a  remarkable  comphment  to  his  abstraction 
that  Andrew  paused  involuntarily  in  his  story  and 
waited. 

He  felt  that  his  future  was  in  the  balance.  Those 
sons  of  peers  may  faintly  realise  his  position  whose 
parents  have  hesitated  whether  to  make  statesmen 
or  cattle-dealers  of  them. 

'  I  don't  mind  telling  you,'  the  stranger  said  at 
last,  '  that  your  case  has  been  under  consideration. 
AVhen  we  left  the  Embankment  my  intention  was 
to  dispose  of  you  in  a  doorway.  But  your  story 
moves  me  strangely.  Could  I  be  certain  that  you 
felt  the  sacredness  of  human  life— as  I  fear  no  boy 
can  feel  it — I  should  be  tempted  to  ask  you  instead 
to  become  one  of  us.' 

There  was  something  in  this  remark  about  the 
sacredness  of  human  life  that  was  not  what  Andrew 
expected,  and  his  answer  died  unspoken. 

'  Youth,'  continued  the  stranger,  '  is  enthusiasm, 
but  not  enthusiasm  in  a  straight  line.  We  are 
impotent  in  directing  it,  like  a  boy  with  a  toy  engine. 
How  carefully  the  child  sets  it  off,  how  soon  it  goes 
off  the  rails  !  So  youth  is  wrecked.  The  shghtest 
obstacle  sends  it  off  at  a  tangent.  The  vital  force 
expended  in  a  wrong  direction  does  evil  instead  of 

I  '5 


BETTER  DEAD 

good.  You  know  the  story  of  Atalanta.  It  has 
always  been  misread.  She  was  the  type  not  of 
woman  but  of  youth,  and  Hippomenes  personated 
age.  He  was  the  slower  runner,  but  he  won  the 
race ;  and  yet  how  beautiful,  even  where  it  runs 
to  riot,  must  enthusiasm  be  in  such  a  cause  as  ours  !  ' 

'  If  Atalanta  had  been  Scotch,'  said  Andrew, 
'  she  would  not  have  lost  that  race  for  a  pound  of 
apples.' 

The  stranger  regarded  him  longingly,  like  a  father 
only  prevented  by  state  reasons  from  embracing  his 
son. 

He  murmured  something  that  Andrew  hardly 
caught. 

It  sounded  like  : 

'  Atalanta  would  have  been  better  dead.' 

'  Your  nationality  is  in  your  favour,'  he  said,  '  and 
you  have  served  your  apprenticeship  to  our  calling. 
You  have  been  tending  towards  us  ever  since  you 
came  to  London.  You  are  an  apple  ripe  for  pluck- 
ing, and  if  you  are  not  plucked  now  you  will  fall. 
I  would  fain  take  you  by  the  hand,  and  yet ' 

'  And  yet  ?  ' 

'  And  yet  I  hesitate.     You  seem  a  youth  of  the 

fairest   promise ;    but   how  often   have   I  let  these 

impulses  "^deceive  me  !     You  talk  of  logic,  but  is  it 

more  than  talk  ?     Man,   they  say,   is  a  reasonable 
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being.  They  are  wrong.  He  is  only  a  being  capable 
of  reason.' 

'  Try  me,'  said  Andrew. 

The  stranger  resumed  in  a  lower  key  : 

'  You  do  not  understand  what  you  ask  as  yet,' 
he  said ;  '  still  less  what  we  would  ask  in  return 
of  you.' 

*  I  have  seen  something  to-day,'  said  Andrew. 

*  But  you  are  mistaken  in  its  application.  You 
think  I  followed  the  man  lately  deceased  as  perti- 
naciously as  you  followed  me.  You  are  ^\Tong. 
WTien  you  met  me  in  Chancery  Lane  I  was  in  pur- 
suit of  a  gentleman  to  whose  case  I  have  devoted 
myself  for  several  days.  It  has  interested  me  much. 
There  is  no  reason  why  I  should  conceal  his  name. 
It  is  one  honoured  in  this  country,  Sir  Wilfrid  Lawson. 
He  looked  in  on  his  man  of  business,  which  delayed 
me  at  the  shop  window  of  which  you  have  spoken. 
I  waited  for  him,  and  I  thought  I  had  him  this  time. 
But  you  see  I  lost  him  in  the  Strand  after  all.' 

'  But  the  other,  then,'  Andrew  asked,  '  who  was 
he?' 

'  Oh,  I  picked  him  up  at  Charing  Cross.  He  was 
better  dead.' 

'  I  think,'  said  Andrew  hopefully,  '  that  my  estimate 
of  the  sacredncss  of  human  life  is  sufficiently  high  for 

your  purpose.     If  that  is  the  only  point ' 

117 


BETTER  DEAD 

'  Ah,  they  all  say  that  until  they  join.  I  remember 
an  excellent  young  man  who  came  among  us  for  a 
time.  He  seemed  discreet  beyond  his  years,  and  we 
expected  great  things  of  him.  But  it  was  the  old 
story.  For  young  men  the  cause  is  as  demoralising 
as  boarding  schools  are  for  girls.' 

'  What  did  he  do  ?  ' 

'  It  went  to  his  head.  He  took  a  bedroom  in  Pall 
Mall  and  sat  at  the  window  with  an  electric  rifle 
picking  them  off  on  the  door-steps  of  the  clubs.  It 
was  a  noble  idea,  but  of  course  it  imperilled  the 
very  existence  of  the  Society.     He  was  a  curate.' 

'  What  became  of  him  ?  '  asked  Andrew. 

'  He  is  better  dead,'  said  the  stranger  softly. 

'  And  the  Society  you  speak  of,  what  is  it  ?  ' 

'  The  S.  D.  W.  S.  P. 

'  The  S.  D.  W.  S.  P  ? ' 

'  Yes,  the  Society  for  Doing  Without  Some  People.' 

They  were  in  Holborn,  but  turned  up  Southampton 
Row  for  quiet. 

'  You  have  told  me,'  said  the  stranger,  now  speak- 
ing rapidly,  '  that  at  times  you  have  felt  tempted 
td  take  your  life,  that  life  for  which  you  will  one 
day  have  to  accoimt.  Suicide  is  the  coward's  refuge. 
You  are  miserable  ?  When  a  young  man  knows 
that,  he  is  happy.  Misery  is  but  preparing  for  an 
old  age  of  delightful  reminiscence.  You  say  that 
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London  lias  no  work  for  you,  tliat  the  functions 
to  which  you  looked  forward  are  everywhere  dis- 
charged by  another.  Tliat  need  not  drive  you  to 
despair.  If  it  proves  that  some  one  should  die,  does 
it  necessarily  follow  that  the  some  one  is  you  ?  ' 
'  But  is  not  the  other's  hfe  as  sacred  as  mine  ?  ' 

*  That  is  his  concern.' 

*  Then  you  would  have  me ' 

'  Certainly  not.  You  are  a  boxer  without  employ- 
ment, whom  I  am  showing  what  to  hit.  In  such 
a  case  as  yours  the  Society  would  be  represented 
by  a  third  party,  whose  decision  would  be  final. 
As  an  interested  person  you  would  have  to  stand 
aside.' 

'  I  don't  understand.' 

'  The  arbitrator  would  settle  if  you  should  go.' 

Andrew  looked  blank. 

'  Go  ?  '  he  repeated. 

*  It  is  a  euphemism  for  die,'  said  his  companion 
a  little  impatiently.  '  This  is  a  trivial  matter,  and 
hardly  worth  going  into  at  any  length.  It  shows 
our  process,  however,  and  the  process  reveals  the 
true  character  of  the  organisation.  As  I  have 
already  mentioned,  the  Society  takes  for  its  first 
principle  the  sanctity  of  human  life.  Every  one  who 
has  mixed  much  among  his  fellow-creatures  must 
))e  aware  that  this  is  adulterated,  so  to  speak,   by 
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numbers  of  spurious  existences.  Many  of  these 
are  a  nuisance  to  themselves.  Others  may  at  an 
eariier  period  have  been  lives  of  great  promise  and 
fulfilment.  In  the  case  of  the  latter,  how  sad  to 
think  that  they  should  be  dragged  out  into  worthless- 
ness  or  dishonour,  all  for  want  of  a  friendly  hand 
to  snap  them  short !  In  the  lower  form  of  life  the 
process  of  preying  upon  animals  whose  work  is  ac- 
complished— that  is,  of  weeding — goes  on  continually. 
Man  must,  of  course,  be  more  cautious.  The  grand 
function  of  the  Society  is  to  find  out  the  persons  who 
have  a  claim  on  it,  and  in  the  interests  of  humanity 
to  lay  their  condition  before  them.  After  that  it 
is  in  the  majority  of  cases  for  themselves  to  decide 
whether  they  will  go  or  stay  on.' 

*  But,'  said  Andrew,   '  had  the  gentleman  in  the 
Thames  consented  to  go  ?  ' 

'  No,  that  was  a  case  where  assistance  had  to  be 
given.     He  had  been  sounded,  though.' 

'  And  do  you  find,'   asked  Andrew,   '  that  many 
of  them  are — agreeable  ?  ' 

'  I  admit,'  said  the  stranger,  '  that  so  far  that 
has  been  our  chief  difficulty.  Even  the  men  we 
looked  upon  as  certainties  have  fallen  short  of  our 
expectations.  There  is  Mallock,  now,  who  said 
that  life  was  not  worth  living.  I  called  on  him  only 
last  week,  fully  expecting  him  to  meet  me  half-way.' 
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*  And  he  didn't  ?  ' 

'  Mallock  was  a  great  disappointment,'  said  the 
stranger,  with  genuine  pain  in  his  voice. 

He  Hked  Mallock. 

'  However,'  he  added,  brightening,  '  his  case  comes 
up  for  hearing  at  the  next  meeting.  If  I  have  two- 
thirds  of  the  vote  we  proceed  with  it.' 

*  But  how  do  the  authorities  take  it  ?  '  asked 
Andrew. 

'  Pooh  !  '  said  the  stranger. 

Andrew,  however,  could  not  think  so. 

*  It  is  against  the  law,  you  know,'  he  said. 

*  The  law  winks  at  it,'  the  stranger  said.  '  Law 
has  its  feelings  as  well  as  we.  We  have  two 
London  magistrates  and  a  minister  on  the  execu- 
tive, and  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  is  an  honorary 
member.' 

Andrew  raised  his  eyes. 

*  This,  of  course,  is  private,'  continued  the  stranger. 
*  These  men  join  on  tlic  understanding  that  if  any- 
thing comes  out  they  deny  all  connection  with  us. 
But  they  have  the  thing  at  heart.  I  have  here  a 
very  kind  letter  from  Gladstone ' 

He  felt  in  his  pockets. 

*  I  seem  to  have  left  it  at  home.  However,  its 
purport  was  that  he  hoped  we  would  not  admit 
Lord  Salisbury  an  honorary  member.' 
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'  Why  not  ?  ' 

'  Well,  the  Society  has  power  to  take  from  its 
numbers  so  far  as  ordinary  members  are  con- 
cerned, but  it  is  considered  discourteous  to  reduce 
the  honorary  list.' 

'  Then  why  have  honorary  members  ? '  asked 
Andrew  in  a  burst  of  enthusiasm. 

'It  is  a  necessary  precaution.  They  subscribe 
largely  too.  Indeed,  the  association  is  now  established 
on  a  sound  commercial  basis.  We  are  paying  six 
per  cent.' 

'  None  of  these  American  preachers  who  come 
over  to  this  country  are  honorary  members  ?  ' 
asked  Andrew  anxiously. 

'  No ;  one  of  them  made  overtures  to  us,  but 
we  would  not  listen  to  him.     Why  ?  ' 

'  Oh,  nothing,'  said  Andrew. 

'  To  do  the  honorary  list  justice,'  said  his  companion, 
'  it  gave  us  one  fine  fellow  in  our  honorary  president. 
He  is  dead  now.' 

Andrew  looked  up. 

'  No,  we  had  nothing  to  do  with  it.  It  was  Thomas 
Carlyle.' 

Andrew  raised  his  hat. 

'  Though  he  was  over  eighty  years  of  age,'  con- 
tinued the  stranger,  '  Carlyle  would  hardly  rest 
content    with    merely    giving    us    his    countenance. 
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He  wanted  to  be  a  working  member.     It  was  he  wlio 
mentioned  Froude's  name  to  us.' 

*  For  honorary  membership  ?  ' 

*  Not  at  all.  Froude  would  hardly  have  completed 
the  Reminiscences  had  it  not  been  that  we  could 
never  make  up  our  minds  between  him  and  Freeman.' 

Youth  is  subject  to  sudden  fits  of  despondency. 
Its  hopes  go  up  and  down  like  a  bucket  in  a  draw- 
well. 

'  They  '11  never  let  me  join,'  cried  Andrew  sorrow- 
fully. 

His  companion  pressed  his  hand. 

'  Three  black  balls  exclude,'  he  said,  '  but  you 
have  the  president  on  your  side.  With  my  intro- 
duction you  will  be  admitted  a  probationer,  and 
after  that  everything  depends  on  yourself.' 

*  I  thought  you  must  be  the  president  from  the 
first,'  said  Andrew  reverently. 

He  had  not  felt  so  humble  since  the  first  day  he 
went  to  the  University  and  walked  past  and  repast 
it,  frightened  to  go  in. 

'  How  long,'  he  asked,  '  does  the  period  of  pro- 
bation last  ?  ' 

'  Three  months.  Then  you  send  in  a  thesis,  and 
if  it  is  considered  satisfactory  you  become  a  member.' 

*  And  if  it  isn't  ?  ' 

The  president  did  not  say. 
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'  A  thesis,'  he  said,  '  is  generally  a  paper  with  a 
statement  of  the  line  of  action  you  propose  to  adopt, 
subject  to  the  Society's  approval.  Each  member 
has  his  speciality — as  law,  art,  divinity,  literature, 
and  the  like.' 

'  Does  the  probationer  devote  himself  exclusively 
during  these  three  months  to  his  thesis  ?  ' 

*  On  the  contrary,  he  never  has  so  much  liberty 
as  at  this  period.     He  is  expected  to  be  practising.' 

'  Practising  ?  ' 

'  Well,  experimenting,  getting  his  hand  in,  so  to 
speak.  The  member  acts  under  instructions  only, 
but  the  probationer  just  does  what  he  thinks 
best.' 

'  There  is  a  man  on  my  stair,'  said  Andrew,  after 
a  moment's  consideration,  '  who  asks  his  friends  in 
every  Friday  night,  and  recites  to  them  with  his 
door  open.  I  think  I  should  like  to  begin  with 
him.' 

'  As  a  Society  we  do  not  recognise  these  private 
cases.  The  public  gain  is  so  infinitesimal.  We  had 
one  probationer  who  constructed  a  very  ingenious 
water-butt  for  boys.  Another  had  a  scheme  for 
clearing  the  streets  of  the  people  who  get  in  the  way. 
He  got  into  trouble  about  some  perambulators. 
Let  me  see  your  hands.' 

They  stopped  at  a  lamp-post. 
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'  They  are  large,  which  is  an  advantage,'  said  the 
president,  fingering  Andrew's  palms  ;  '  but  are  they 
supple  ?  ' 

Andrew  had  thought  very  little  about  it,  and  he 
did  not  quite  comprehend. 

'  The  hands,'  explained  the  president,  '  are  perhaps 
the  best  natural  weapon,  but,  of  course,  there  are 
different  ways  of  doing  it.' 

The  young  Scotchman's  brain,  however,  could 
not  keep  pace  with  his  companion's  words,  and  the 
president  looked  about  him  for  an  illustration. 

They  stopped  at  Gower  Street  station  and  glanced 
at  the  people  coming  out. 

None  of  tiiem  was  of  much  importance,  but  the 
president  left  them  alone. 

Andrew  saw  what  he  meant  now,  and  could  not 
but  admire  his  forbearance. 

They  turned  away,  but  just  as  they  emerged  into 
the  blaze  of  Tottenham  Court  Road  they  ran  into 
two  men,  warmly  shaking  hands  with  each  other 
before  they  parted.  One  of  them  wore  an  eye- 
glass. 

'  Chamberlain  !  '  exclaimed  the  president,  rushing 
after  him. 

'  Did  you  recognise  t!ie  other  ?  '  said  Andrew, 
panting  at  his  heels. 

'  No  !   who  was  it  ?  ' 
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'  Stead,  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette: 

'  Great  God,'  cried  the  president,  '  two  at  a  time !  * 

He    turned    and    ran    back.     Then    he    stopped 

irresolutely.     He  could  not  follow  the  one  for  thought 

of  the'other. 


126 


CHAPTER  IV 

woman's  rights  ? 

The  London  cabman's  occupation  consists  in  dodging 
thorouglifares  under  repair. 

Numbers  of  dingy  streets  have  been  flung  about 
to  help  him.  There  is  one  of  these  in  Bloomsbury, 
which  was  originally  discovered  by  a  student  while 
looking  for  the  British  Museum.  It  runs  a  hundred 
yards  in  a  straight  Une,  then  stops,  like  a  stranger 
who  has  lost  his  way,  and  hurries  by  another  route 
out  of  the  neighbourhood. 

The  houses  are  dull,  except  one,  just  where  it 
doubles,  which  is  gloomy. 

This  house  is  divided  into  sets  of  ciiambers  and 
has  a  new  frontage,  but  it  no  longer  lets  well.  A 
few  years  ago  there  were  two  funerals  from  it  within 
a  fortnight,  and  soon  afterwards  another  of  the 
tenants  was  found  at  the  foot  of  the  stair  uilli  his 
neck  broken.  These  fatalities  gave  the  house  a  bad 
name,  as  such  things  do  in  London. 

It  was  here  that  Andrew's  patron,  the  president, 
lived. 
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To  the  outcast  from  work  to  get  an  object  in  life 
is  to  be  born  again.  Andrew  bustled  to  the  president's 
chambers  on  the  Saturday  night  following  the  events 
already  described,  with  his  chest  well  set. 

His  springy  step  echoed  of  wages  in  the  hearts  of 
the  unemployed.  Envious  eyes,  following  his  swag- 
gering staff,  could  not  see  that  but  a  few  days  before 
he  had  been  as  the  thirteenth  person  at  a  dinner- 
party. 

Such  a  change  does  society  bring  about  when  it 
empties  a  chair  for  the  superfluous  man. 

It  may  be  wondered  that  he  felt  so  sure  of  himself, 
for  the  night  had  still  to  decide  his  claims. 

Andrew,  however,  had  thought  it  all  out  in  his 
solitary  lodgings,  and  had  put  fear  from  him.  He 
felt  his  failings  and  allowed  for  every  one  of  them, 
but  he  knew  his  merits  too,  and  his  testimonials 
were  in  his  pocket.  Strength  of  purpose  was  his 
weak  point,  and,  though  the  good  of  humanity  was 
his  loadstar,  it  did  not  make  him  quite  forget  self. 

It  may  not  be  possible  to  serve  both  God  and 
mammon,  but  since  Adam  the  world  has  been  at 
it.     We  ought  to  know  by  this  time. 

The   Society  for   Doing   Without  was  as  immoral 
as  it  certainly  was  illegal.     The   president's  motives 
were  not  more  disinterested  than  his  actions  were 
defensible.     He  even  deserved  punishment. 
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All  these  things  may  be.  The  great  social  question 
is  not  to  be  solved  in  a  day.  It  never  will  be  solved 
if  those  who  take  it  by  the  beard  are  not  given  an 
unbiassed  hearing. 

Those  were  the  young  Scotchman's  views  when  the 
president  opened  the  door  to  him,  and  what  he  saw 
and  heard  that  night  strengthened  them. 

It  was  characteristic  of  Andrew's  host  that  at  such 
a  time  he  could  put  himself  in  the  young  man's  place. 

He  took  his  hand  and  looked  him  in  the  face  more 
like  a  physician  than  a  mere  acquaintance.  Then 
he  drew  him  aside  into  an  empty  room. 

'  Let  me  be  the  first  to  congratulate  you,'  he  said  ; 
'  you  are  admitted.' 

Andrew  took  a  long  breath,  and  the  president 
considerately  turned  away  his  head  until  the  young 
probationer  had  regained  his  composure.  Then  he 
proceeded  : 

*  The  Society  only  asks  from  its  probationers  the 
faith  which  it  has  in  them.  They  take  no  oath.  We 
speak  in  deeds.  The  Brotherhood  do  not  recognise 
the  possibility  of  treachery  ;  but  they  are  prepared 
to  cope  with  it  if  it  comes.  Better  far,  Andrew 
Riach,  to  be  in  your  grave,  dead  and  rotten  and 
forgotten,  than  a  traitor  to  the  cause.' 

The  president's  voice  trembled  with  solemnity. 

He    stretched    forth    his    hands,    slowly    repeating 
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the  words,  *  dead  and  rotten  and  forgotten,'  until 
his  wandering  eyes  came  to  rest  on  the  young  man's 
neck. 

Andrew  drew  back  a  step  and  bowed  silently,  as 
he  had  seen  many  a  father  do  at  a  christening  in  the 
kirk  at  Wheens. 

'  You  will  shortly,'  continued  the  president,  with 
a  return  to  his  ordinary  manner,  '  hear  an  address 
on  female  suffrage  from  one  of  the  noblest  women  in 
the  land.  It  will  be  your  part  to  listen.  To-night 
you  will  both  hear  and  see  strange  things.  Say 
nothing.  Evince  no  surprise.  Some  members  are 
irritable.    Come ! ' 

Once  more  he  took  Andrew  by  the  hand,  and  led 
him  into  the  meeting-room ;  and  still  his  eyes  were 
fixed  on  the  probationer's  neck.  There  seemed  to 
be  something  about  it  that  he  liked. 

It  was  not  then,  with  the  committee  all  around 
him,  but  long  afterwards  at  Wheens,  that  Andrew 
was  struck  by  the  bareness  of  the  chambers. 

Without  the  president's  presence  they  had  no 
character. 

The  trifles  were  absent  that  are  to  a  room  what 
expression  is  to  the  face. 

The  tenant  might  have  been  a  medical  student 
who  knew  that  it  was  not  worth  while  to  unpack 
his  boxes. 
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The  only  ornament  on  the  walls  was  an  elaborate 
sketch  by  a  member,  showing  the  arrangement  of 
the  cellars  beneath  the  premises  of  the  Young  Men's 
Christian  Association. 

There  were  a  dozen  men  in  the  room,  including 
the  president  of  the  Birmingham  branch  association 
and  two  members  who  had  just  returned  from  a 
visit  to  Edinburgh.  These  latter  had  already  sub- 
mitted their  report. 

The  president  introduced  Andrew  to  the  committee, 
but  not  the  committee  to  him.  Several  of  them  he 
recognised  from  the  portraits  in  the  shop  windows. 

They  stood  or  sat  in  groups  looking  over  a  proba- 
tioner's thesis.    It  consisted  of  diagrams  of  machinery. 

Andrew  did  not  see  the  sketches,  though  they 
were  handed  round  separately  for  inspection,  but 
he  listened  eagerly  to  the  president's  explanations. 

*  The  first,'  said  the  president,  *  is  a  beautiful 
little  instrument  worked  by  steam.  Having  placed 
his  head  on  the  velvet  cushion  D,  the  subject  can 
confidently  await  results. 

*  No.  2  is  the  same  model  on  a  larger  scale. 

*  As  yet  3  can  be  of  little  use  to  us.  It  includes 
a  room  13  feet  by  11.  X  is  the  windows  and  other 
apertures  ;  and  tlicsc  being  closed  up  and  the  sub- 
jects admitted,  all  that  remains  to  be  done  is  to  lock 
the  door  from  the  outside  and  turn  on  the  gas.     E, 
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F,  and  K  are  couches,  and  L  is  a  square  inch  of  glass 
through  which  results  may  be  noted. 

'  The  speciality  of  4,  which  is  called  the  "  water 
cure,"  is  that  it  is  only  workable  on  water.  It  is 
generally  admitted  that  release  by  drowning  is  the 
pleasantest  of  all  deaths ;  and,  indeed,  4,  speaking 
roughly,  is  a  boat  with  a  hole  in  the  bottom.  It 
is  so  simple  that  a  child  could  work  it.  C  is  the 
plug. 

'  No.  5  is  an  intricate  instrument.  The  advantage 
claimed  for  it  is  that  it  enables  a  large  number  of 
persons  to  leave  together.' 

While  the  thesis  was  under  discussion,  the  attend- 
ance' was  increased  by  a  few  members  specially  in- 
terested in  the  question  of  female  suffrage.  Andrew 
observed  that  several  of  these  wrote  something  on 
a  piece  of  paper  which  lay  on  the  table  with  a  pencil 
beside  it,  before  taking  their  seats. 

He  stretched  himself  in  the  direction  of  this  paper, 
but  subsided  as  he  caught  the  eyes  of  two  of  the 
company  riveted  on  his  neck. 

From  that  time  until  he  left  the  rooms  one  member 
or  other  was  staring  at  his  neck.  Andrew  looked 
anxiously  in  the  glass  over  the  mantelpiece  but  could 
see  nothing  wrong. 

The   paper   on   the   table   merely   contained   such 
jottings  as  these  : — 
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'  Robert  Buchanan  has  written  another  play.' 

*  Schnadhorst  is  in  town.' 

*  Ashmead  Bartlett  walks  in  Temple  Gardens  3 
to  4.' 

'  Clement  Scott  (?)  ' 

*  Query  :  Is  there  a  dark  passage  near  Hyndman's 
(Socialist's)  house  ?  ' 

*  Talmage.     Address,  Midland  Hotel.' 
'  Andrew  Lang  (?)  ' 

Andrew  was  a  good  deal  interested  in  woman's 
suffrage,  and  the  debate  on  this  question  in  the 
students'  society  at  Edinburgh,  when  he  spoke  for 
an  hour  and  five  minutes,  is  still  remembered  by  the 
janitor  who  had  to  keep  the  door  until  the  meeting 
closed. 

Debating  societies,  like  the  company  of  reporters, 
engender  a  familiarity  of  reference  to  eminent  persons, 
and  Andrew  had  in  his  time  struck  down  the 
champions  of  woman's  rights  as  a  boy  plays  with  his 
ninepins. 

To  be  brought  face  to  face  with  a  lady  whose  name 
is  a  household  word  wheresoever  a  few  Scotchmen 
can  meet  and  resolve  themselves  into  an  argument 
was  another  matter. 

It  was  with  no  ordinary  mingling  of  respect  witli 
curiosity  that  he  stood  up  with  tlie  others  to  greet 
Mrs.  Fawcctt  as  the  president  led  her  into  the  room. 
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The  young  man's  face,  as  he  looked  upon  her  for  the 
first  time,  was  the  best  book  this  remarkable  woman 
ever  wrote. 

The  proceedings  were  necessarily  quiet,  and  the 
president  had  introduced  their  guest  to  the  meeting 
without  Andrew's  hearing  a  word. 

He  was  far  away  in  a  snow- swept  University 
quadrangle  on  a  windy  night,  when  Mrs.  Fawcett 
rose  to  her  feet. 

Some  one  flung  open  the  window,  for  the  place 
was  close,  and  immediately  the  skirl  of  a  bagpiper 
broke  the  silence. 

It  might  have  been  the  devil  that  rushed  into  the 
room. 

Still  Andrew  dreamed  on. 

The  guest  paused. 

The  members  looked  at  each  other,  and  the  presi- 
dent nodded  to  one  of  them. 

He  left  the  room,  and  about  two  minutes  after- 
wards the  music  suddenly  ceased. 

Andrew  woke  with  a  start  in  time  to  see  him 
return,  write  two  words  in  the  members'  book,  and 
resume  his  seat.     Mrs.  Fawcett  then  began. 

'  I  have  before  me,'   she   said,   turning  over  the 

leaves  of  a  bulky  manuscript,  '  a  great  deal  of  matter 

bearing  on  the  question  of  woman's  rights,   which 

at  such  a  meeting  as  this  may  be  considered  read. 
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It  is  mainly  historical,  and  while  I  am  prepared  to 
meet  with  hostile  criticism  from  the  Society,  I  assume 
that  the  progress  our  agitation  has  made,  with  its 
disappointments,  its  trials,  and  its  triumphs,  has 
been  followed  more  or  less  carefully  by  you  all. 

*  Nor  shall  I,  after  the  manner  of  speakers  on  such 
an  occasion,  pay  you  the  doubtful  compliment  of 
fulsomely  extolling  your  aims  before  your  face. 

'  I  come  at  once  to  the  question  of  woman's  rights 
in  so  far  as  the  Society  can  affect  them,  and  I  ask  of 
you  a  consideration  of  my  case  with  as  little  prejudice 
as  men  can  be  expected  to  approach  it. 

*  In  the  constitution  of  the  Society,  as  it  has  been 
explained  to  me,  I  notice  chiefly  two  things  which 
would  have  filled  me  with  indignation  twenty  years 
ago,  but  only  remind  me  how  far  we  are  from  the 
goal  of  our  ambition  now. 

'  The  first  is  a  sin  of  omission,  the  second  one  of 
commission,  and  the  latter  is  the  more  to  be  depre- 
cated in  that  you  made  it  with  your  eyes  open,  after 
full  discussion,  while  the  other  came  about  as  a  matter 
of  course. 

*  I  believe  I  am  right  in  saying  that  the  member- 
ship of  this  Society  is  exclusively  male,  and  also  tliat 
no  absolute  veto  has  been  placed  on  female  candida- 
ture ? 

*  As  a  matter  of  fact,  it  never  struck  the  fomiders 
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that  such  a  veto  in  black  and  white  was  necessary. 
When  they  drew  up  the  rules  of  membership  the 
other  sex  never  fell  like  a  black  shadow  on  the  paper ; 
it  was  forgotten.  We  owe  our  eligibility  to  many 
other  offices  (generally  disputed  at  law)  to  the  same 
accident.  In  short,  the  unwritten  law  of  the  argu- 
mentum  ad  crinolinam  puts  us  to  the  side.' 

Having  paid  the  Society  the  compliment  of  believ- 
ing that,  however  much  it  differed  from  her  views,  it 
would  not  dismiss  them  with  a  laugh,  Mrs.  Fawcett 
turned  to  the  question  of  woman's  alleged  physical 
limitations. 

She  said  much  on  this  point  that  Andrew  saw 
could  not  be  easily  refuted,  but,  interesting  though 
she  made  it,  we  need  not  follow  her  over  beaten 
ground. 

So  far  the  members  had  given  her  the  courteous 
non-attention  which  thoughtful  introductory  remarks 
can  always  claim.  It  was  when  she  reached  her 
second  head  that  they  fastened  upon  her  words. 

Then  Andrew  had  seen  no  sharper  audience  since 
he  was  one  of  a  Scotch  congregation  on  the  scent  of 
a  heretic. 

'  At  a  full  meeting  of  committee,'  said  Mrs.  Fawcett, 

with  a  ring  of  bitterness  in  her  voice,  '  you  passed 

a  law  that  women  should  not  enjoy  the  advantages 

of  the  association.     Be  they  ever  so  eminent,  their 
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sex  deprives  them  of  your  care.  You  take  up  the 
case  of  a  petty  maker  of  books  because  his  tea-leaf 
solutions  weary  you,  and  you  put  a  stop  to  him  with 
an  enthusiasm  worthy  of  a  nobler  object. 

'  But  the  woman  is  left  to  decay. 

'  This  Society  at  its  noblest  was  instituted  for 
taking  strong  means  to  prevent  men's  slipping  do\\'n 
the  ladder  it  has  been  such  a  toil  to  them  to  mount, 
but  the  women  who  have  climbed  as  high  as  they 
can  fall  from  rung  to  rung. 

'  There  are  female  nuisances  as  well  as  male  ;  I 
presume  no  one  here  will  gainsay  me  that.  But 
you  do  not  know  them  officially.  The  politicians 
who  joke  about  three  acres  and  a  cow,  the  writers 
who  are  comic  about  mothers-in-law,  the  very  boot- 
blacks have  your  solicitude,  but  you  ignore  their 
complements  in  the  softer  sex. 

'  Yet  you  call  yourselves  a  society  for  suppressing 
excrescences  !  Your  president  tells  me  you  arc  at 
present  inquiring  for  the  address  of  the  man  who 
signs  himself  "  Paterfamilias  "  in  the  Times  ;  but 
the  letters  from  "  A  British  Matron  "  arc  of  no 
account. 

*  I   do   not   need   to  be  told    how  Dr.  Smith,  the 
fashionable    physician,    was    precipitated   down    that 
area   the   other   day  ;    but   what   I   do   ask   is,  why 
should  he  be  taken  and  all  the  lady  doctors  left  ? 
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'  Their  degrees  are  as  good  as  his.  You  are  too 
"  manly,"  you  say,  to  arrest  their  course.  Is  in- 
justice manhness  ?  We  have  another  name  for  it. 
We  say  you  want  the  pluck. 

'  I  suppose  every  one  of  you  has  been  reading  a 
very  able  address  recently  delivered  at  the  meeting 
of  the  Social  Science  Congress.  I  refer  to  my  friend 
Mrs.  Kendal's  paper  on  the  moral  aspect  of  the  drama 
in  this  country. 

'  It  is  a  powerful  indictment  of  the  rank  and  file 
of  her  professional  brothers  and  sisters,  and  nowhere 
sadder,  more  impressive,  or  more  unanswerable  than 
where  she  speaks  of  the  involuntary  fall  of  the 
actor  into  social  snobbishness  and  professional  clap- 
trap. 

'  I  do  not  know  how  the  paper  affected  you.  But 
since  reading  it  I  have  asked  in  despair,  how  can 
this  gifted  lady  continue  to  pick  her  way  between 
the  snares  with  which  the  stage  is  beset  ? 

'  Is  it  possible  that  the  time  may  come  when  she 
will  advertise  by  photographs  and  beg  from  re- 
porters the  "  pars  "  she  now  so  scathingly  criticises  ? 
Nay,  when  I  look  upon  the  drop  scene  at  the  St. 
James's  Theatre,  I  ask  myself  if  the  deterioration 
has  not  already  set  in. 

'  Gentlemen,    is   this   a   matter   of   indifference   to 
you  ?     But   why   do   I   ask  ?     Has   not   Mrs.   Lynn 
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Linton  another  article  in  the  new  Nineteenth  Century 
that  makes  her  worthy  your  attention  ?  Tliey  are 
women,  and  the  sex  is  outside  your  sphere.' 

It  was  nearly  twelve  o'cloek  when  Mrs.  Fawcett 
finished  her  address,  and  the  Soeiety  had  adopted 
the  good  old  rule  of  getting  to  bed  betimes.  Thus 
it  was  afterwards  that  Andrew  learned  how  long 
and  carefully  the  Society  had  already  considered 
the  advisability  of  giving  women  equal  rights  with 
men. 

As  he  was  leaving  the  chambers  the  president 
slipped  something  into  his  hand.  He  held  it  there 
until  he  reached  his  room. 

On  the  way  a  man  struck  against  him,  scanned 
him  piercingly,  and  then  shuffled  off.  He  was 
muffled  up,  but  Andrew  wondered  if  he  had  not 
seen  him  at  the  meeting. 

The  young  Scotchman  had  an  uneasy  feeling  that 
his  footsteps  were  dogged. 

As  soon  as  he  reached  home  he  unfolded  the  scrap 
of  paper  that  had  been  pushed  into  his  hand.  It 
merely  contained  these  words — 

'  Cover  up  your  neck.' 
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On  the  following  Tuesday  Andrew  met  the  president 
by  appointment  at  the  Marble  Arch. 

Until  he  had  received  his  final  instructions  he  was 
pledged  not  to  begin,  and  he  had  passed  these  two 
intervening  days  staring  at  his  empty  fireplace. 

They  shook  hands  silently  and  passed  into  the  Park. 
The  president  was  always  thoughtful  in  a  crowd. 

'  In  such  a  gathering  as  this,'  said  Andrew,  pointing 
an  imaginary  pistol  at  a  lecturer  on  Socialism,  '  you 
could  hardly  go  wrong  to  let  fly.' 

'  You  must  not  speak  like  that,'  the  president 
said  gently,  '  or  we  shall  soon  lose  you.  Your 
remark,  however,  opens  the  way  for  what  I  have 
to  say.  You  have  never  expressed  any  curiosity 
as  to  your  possible  fate.  I  hope  this  is  not  because 
you  under-estimate  the  risks.  If  the  authorities 
saw  you  "  letting  fly,"  as  you  term  it,  promiscuously, 
or  even  at  a  given  object,  they  would  treat  you  as 
no  better  than  a  malefactor.' 

'  I  thought  that  all  out  yesterday,'  said  Andrew, 
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*  and  I  am  amazed  at  the  Society's  success  in  escaping 
detection.' 

*  I  feared  this,'  said  the  president.  '  You  are 
mistaken.  We  don't  always  escape  detection.  Some- 
times we  are  caught ' 

*  Caught  ?  ' 

*  Yes,  and  hanged.' 

'  But  if  that  is  so,  why  does  it  not  get  into  the 
papers  ?  ' 

'  The  papers  are  full  of  it.' 
Andrew  looked  incredulous. 

*  In  the  present  state  of  the  law,'  said  the  president, 
'  motive  in  a  murder  goes  for  nothing.  However 
iniquitous  this  may  be — and  I  do  not  attempt  to 
defend  it — we  accept  it  as  a  fact.  Your  motives 
may  have  been  unexceptionable,  but  they  hang  you 
all  the  same.  Thus  our  members  when  apprehended 
preserve  silence  on  this  point,  or  say  that  they  are 
Fenians.  This  is  to  save  the  Society.  The  man  who 
got  fifteen  years  the  other  day  for  being  found  near 
St.  Stephen's  with  six  infernal  machines  in  his  pockets 
was  really  one  of  us.  He  was  taking  them  to  be 
repaired.' 

*  And  tlie  other  who  got  ten  years  the  week  before  ?  ' 

*  He  was  from  America,  but  it  was  for  one  of  our 
affairs  that  lie  was  sentenced.  He  was  quite  inno- 
cent.     You  see   the   dynamiters,   vulgarly   so  called, 

141 


BETTER  DEAD 

are    playing    into    our    hands.     Suspicion  naturally 
falls  on  them.     He  was  our  fifth.' 

'  I  had  no  idea  of  this,'  murmured  Andrew. 

'  You  see  what  a  bad  name  does,'  said  the  presi- 
dent.    '  Let  this  be  a  warning  to  you,  Andrew.' 

'  But  is  this  quite  fair  ?  ' 

'  As  for  that,  they  like  it — the  leading  spirits,  I 
mean.  It  gives  them  a  reputation.  Besides,  they 
hurt  as  well  as  help  us.  It  was  after  their  appear- 
ance that  the  authorities  were  taught  to  be  dis- 
trustful. You  have  little  idea  of  the  precautions 
taken  nowadays.  There  is  Sir  William  Harcourt, 
for  instance,  who  is  attended  by  policemen  every- 
where. I  used  to  go  home  from  the  House  behind 
him  nightly,  but  I  could  never  get  him  alone.  I 
have  walked  in  the  very  shadow  of  that  man,  but 
always  in  a  company.' 

'  You  were  never  arrested  yourself  ?  '  asked 
Andrew. 

'  I  was  once,  but  we  substituted  a  probationer.' 

'  Then  did  he — was  he ' 

'  Yes,  poor  fellow.' 

'  Is  that  often  done  ?  ' 

'  Sometimes.     You    perhaps    remember    the    man 
who  went  over  the  Embankment  the  night  we  met? 
Well,  if  I  had  been  charged  with  that,  you  would 
have  had  to  be  hanged.' 
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Andrew  took  a  seat  to  collect  his  thoughts. 

'  Was  that  why  you  seemed  to  take  to  me  so 
much  ?  '  he  asked  wistfully. 

'  It  was  only  one  reason,'  said  the  president 
soothingly.     '  I  liked  you  from  the  first.' 

'  But  I  don't  see,'  said  Andrew,  '  why  I  should 
have  suffered  for  your  action.' 

For  the  moment  his  veneration  for  this  remark- 
able man  hung  in  the  balance. 

'  It  would  have  been  for  the  Society's  sake,'  said 
the  president  simply ;  *  probationers  are  hardly 
missed.' 

His  face  wore  a  pained  look,  but  there  was  no 
reproach  in  his  voice. 

Andrew  was  touched. 

He  looked  the  apology,  which,  as  a  Scotchman, 
he  could  not  go  the  length  of  uttering. 

'  Before  I  leave  you  to-day,'  said  the  president, 
turning  to  a  pleasanter  subject,  '  I  shall  give  you 
some  money.  We  do  not,  you  understand,  pay 
our  probationers  a  fixed  salar\'.' 

'  It  is  more,  is  it  not,'  said  Andrew,  '  in  the  nature 
of  a  scholarship  ?  ' 

'  Yes,  a  scholarship — for  the  endowment  of  research. 
You  sec  we  do  not  tie  you  down  to  any  particular 
line  of  study.  Still,  I  shall  be  happy  to  hear  of  any 
programme  you  may  have  drawn  up.' 
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Andrew  hesitated.  He  did  not  know  that,  to  the 
president,  he  was  an  open  book. 

'  I  dare  say  I  can  read  your  thoughts,'  said  his 
companion.  '  There  is  an  eminent  person  whom 
you  would  hke  to  make  your  first  ?  ' 

Andrew  admitted  that  this  was  so. 

'  I  do  not  ask  any  confidences  of  you,'  continued 
the  president,  '  nor  shall  I  discourage  ambition.  But 
I  hope,  Andrew,  you  have  only  in  view  the  greatest 
good  of  the  greatest  number.  At  such  a  time,  it  is 
well  for  the  probationer  to  ask  himself  two  questions  : 
Is  it  not  self-glorification  that  prompts  me  to  pick  this 
man  out  from  among  so  many  ?  and,  Am  I  actuated 
by  any  personal  animosity  ?  If  you  cannot  answer 
both  these  questions  in  the  negative,  it  is  time  to  ask 
a  third.  Should  I  go  on  with  this  undertaking  ?  ' 

'  In  this  case,'  said  Andrew,  '  I  do  not  think  it 
is  self -glory,  and  I  am  sure  it  is  not  spite.  He  is 
a  man  I  have  a  very  high  opinion  of.' 

'  A  politician  ?  Remember  that  we  are  above 
party  considerations.' 

'  He  is  a  politician,'  said  Andrew  reluctantly, 
'  but  it  is  his  politics  I  admire.' 

'  And  you  are  sure  his  time  has  come  ?  Then 
how  do  you  propose  to  set  about  it  ?  ' 

'  I  thought  of  calling  at  his  house  and  putting  it 
to  him.' 
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The  president's  countenance  fell. 

'  Well,  well,'  he  said,  '  that  may  answer.  But 
there  is  no  harm  in  bearing  in  mind  that  persuasion 
is  not  necessarily  a  passive  force.  Without  going  the 
length  of  removing  him  yourself,  you  know,  you 
could  put  temptation  in  his  way.' 

'  If  I  know  my  man,'  said  Andrew,  '  that  will  not 
be  required.' 

The  president  had  drunk  life's  disappointments 
to  the  dregs,  but  it  was  not  in  his  heart  to  damp 
the  youth's  enthusiasm. 

Experience  he  knew  to  be  a  commodity  for  which 
we  pay  a  fancy  price. 

'  After  that,'  said  Andrew,  '  I  thought  of  Henry 
Irving.' 

'  We  don't  kill  actors,'  his  companion  said. 

It  was  Andrew's  countenance's  turn  to  fall 
now. 

'  We  don't  have  time  for  it,'  the  president  explained. 
'  When  the  Society  was  instituted,  we  took  a  few  of 
them,  but  merely  to  get  our  hands  in.  We  didn't 
want  to  bungle  good  cases,  you  see,  and  it  did  not 
matter  so  much  for  them.' 

*  How  did  you  do  it  ?  ' 

'  Wc  waited  at  the  stage-door  and  went  off  with 
the  first  person  who  came  out,  male  or  female.' 

'  But  I  understood  you  did  not  take  up  women  ?  ' 
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'  Nor  do  we.  Theatrical  people  constitute  a  sex 
by  themselves — like  curates.' 

'  Then  can't  I  even  do  the  man  who  stands  at  the 
theatre  doors,  all  shirt-front  and  diamonds  ?  ' 

The  president  shivered. 

'  If  you  happen  to  be  passing,  at  any  rate,'  he  said. 

'  And  surely  some  of  the  playwrights  would  be 
better  dead.     They  must  see  that  themselves.' 

'  They  have  had  their  chance,'  said  the  president. 
Despite  his  nationality,  Andrew  had  not  heard  the 
story,  so  the  president  told  it  him. 

'  Many  years  ago,  when  the  drama  was  in  its 
infancy,  some  young  men  from  Stratford-on-Avon 
and  elsewhere  resolved  to  build  a  theatre  in  London. 

'  The  times,  however,  were  moral,  and  no  one 
would  imperil  his  soul  so  far  as  to  give  them  a  site. 

'  One  night  they  met  in  despair,  when  suddenly 
the  room  was  illumined  by  lightning,  and  they  saw 
the  devil  in  the  midst  of  them. 

*  He  has  always  been  a  large  proprietor  in  London, 
and  he  had  come  to  strike  a  bargain  with  them. 
They  could  have  as  many  sites  as  they  chose,  on 
one  condition.  Every  year  they  must  send  him  a 
dramatist. 

'  You  see  he  was  willing  to  take  his  chance  of  the 
players. 

'  The  compact  was  made,  and  up  to  the  present 
146 


DYNAMITERS  ? 

time  it  has  been  religiously  kept.  But  this  year, 
as  the  day  drew  near,  found  the  managers  very 
uneasy.  They  did  what  they  could.  They  for- 
warded the  best  man  they  had.' 

*  What  happened  ?  '  asked  Andrew  breathlessly. 

*  The  devil  sent  him  back,'  said  the  president. 
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A   CELEBRITY   AT   HOME  ? 

It  was  one  Sunday  forenoon,  on  such  a  sunny  day 
as  slovenly  men  seize  upon  to  wash  their  feet  and 
have  it  over,  that  Andrew  set  out  to  call  on  Mr. 
Labouchere. 

The  leaves  in  the  squares  were  green,  and  the 
twittering  of  the  birds  among  the  boughs  was  almost 
gay  enough  to  charm  him  out  of  the  severity  of 
countenance  which  a  Scotchman  wears  on  a  Sunday 
with  his  blacks. 

Andrew  could  not  help  regarding  the  mother-of- 
pearl  sky  as  a  favourable  omen.  Several  times  he 
caught  himself  becoming  light-hearted. 

He  got  the  great  Radical  on  the  doorstep,  just 
setting  out  for  church. 

The  two  men  had  not  met  before,  but  Andrew 
was  a  disciple  in  the  school  in  which  the  other  taught. 

Between  man  and  man  formal  introductions  are 
humbug. 

Andrew  explained  in  a  few  words  the  nature  of 
his  visit,  and  received  a  cordial  welcome. 
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'  But  I  could  call  again,'  he  said,  observing  the 
hymn-book  in  the  other's  hand. 

*  Nonsense,'  said  Mr.  Labouchere  heartily ;  '  it 
must  be  business  before  pleasure.     Mind  the  step.' 

So  saying,  he  led  his  visitor  into  a  cheerful  snuggery 
at  the  back  of  the  house.  It  was  furnished  with 
a  careful  contempt  for  taste,  and  the  first  thing  that 
caught  Andrew's  eye  was  a  pot  of  apple  jam  on  a 
side  table. 

*  I  have  no  gum,'  Mr.  Labouchere  explained 
hastily. 

A  handsomely  framed  picture,  representing  Truth 
lying  drowned  at  the  bottom  of  a  well,  stood  on  the 
mantelpiece ;  indeed,  there  were  many  things  in 
the  room  that,  on  another  occasion,  Andrew  would 
have  been  interested  to  hear  the  history  of. 

He  could  not  but  know,  however,  that  at  present 
he  was  to  some  extent  an  intruder,  and  until  lie 
had  fully  explained  his  somewhat  delicate  business 
he  would  not  feel  at  case. 

Though  argumentative,  Andrew  was  essentially  a 
shy,  proud  man. 

It  was  very  like  Mr.  Labouchere  to  leave  him  to 
tell  his  story  in  his  own  way,  only  now  and  then,  at 
the  outset,  interjecting  a  humorous  remark,  which  we 
here  omit. 

'  I   hope*,'   said   Andrew  earnestly,   '  that  you   will 
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not  think  it  fulsome  on  my  part  to  say  how  much 
I  like  you.  In  your  public  utterances  you  have  let 
it  be  known  what  value  you  set  on  pretty  phrases ; 
but  I  speak  the  blunt  truth,  as  you  have  taught  it. 
I  am  only  a  young  man,  perhaps  awkward  and 
unpolished ' 

Here  Andrew  paused,  but  as  Mr.  Labouchere  did 
not  say  anything  he  resumed. 

'  That  as  it  may  be,  I  should  like  you  to  know 
that  your  political  speeches  have  become  part  of 
my  life.  When  I  was  a  student  it  seemed  to  me 
that  the  Radicalism  of  so-called  advanced  thinkers 
was  a  half-hearted  sham ;  I  had  no  interest  in 
politics  at  all  until  I  read  your  attack— one  of  them 
— on  the  House  of  Lords.  That  day  marked  an 
epoch  in  my  life.  I  used  to  read  the  University 
library  copy  of  Truth  from  cover  to  cover.  Some- 
times I  carried  it  into  the  classroom.  That  was 
not  allowed.  I  took  it  up  my  waistcoat.  In  those 
days  I  said  that  if  I  wrote  a  book  I  would  dedicate 
it  to  you  without  permission,  and  London,  when 
I  came  to  it,  was  to  me  the  town  where  you 
lived.' 

There  was  a  great  deal  of  truth  in  this ;    indeed, 
Mr.   Labouchere's   singlehearted   enthusiasm— be   his 
politics  right  or  wrong— is  well  calculated  to  fascinate 
young  men. 
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If  it  was  slightly  over-charged,  the  temptation 
was  great.  Andrew  was  keenly  desirous  of  carrying 
his  point,  and  he  wanted  his  host  to  see  that  he  was 
only  thinking  of  his  good. 

'  Well,  but  what  is  it  you  would  have  me  do  ?  ' 
asked  Mj.  Labouchere,  who  often  had  claimants  on 
his  bounty  and  his  autographs. 

'  I  want  you,'  said  Andrew  eagerly,  *  to  die.' 

The  two  men  looked  hard  at  each  other.  There 
was  not  even  a  clock  in  the  room  to  break  the  silence. 
At  last  the  statesman  spoke. 

'  Why  ?  '  he  asked. 

His  visitor  sank  back  in  his  chair  relieved. 

He  had  put  all  his  hopes  in  the  other's  common 
sense. 

It  had  never  failed  Mr.  Labouchere,  and  now  it 
promised  not  to  fail  Andrew. 

'  I  am  anxious  to  explain  that,'  the  young  man 
said  glibly.  '  If  you  can  look  at  yourself  with  the 
same  eyes  with  which  you  sec  other  people,  it  won't 
take  long.  Make  a  looking-glass  of  me,  and  it  is 
done. 

*  You  have  now  reached  a  high  position  in  tlic 
worlds  of  politics  and  literature,  to  whicli  you  have 
cut  your  way  unaided. 

'  You  are  a  great  satirist,  combining  instruction 
with  amusement,  a  sort  of  comic  Carlylc. 
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'  You  hate  shams  so  much  that  if  man  had  been 
constructed  for  it  I  dare  say  you  would  kick  at 
yourself. 

'  You  have  your  enemies,  but  the  very  persons 
who  blunt  their  weapons  on  you  do  you  the  honour 
of  sharpening  them  on  Truth.  In  short,  you  have 
reached  the  summit  of  your  fame,  and  you  are  too 
keen  a  man  of  the  world  not  to  know  that  fame  is 
a  touch-and-go  thing.' 

Andrew  paused. 

'  Go  on,'  said  Mr.  Labouchere. 

'  Well,  you  have  now  got  fame,  honour,  every- 
thing for  which  it  is  legitimate  in  man  to  strive. 

'  So  far  back  as  I  can  remember,  you  have  had 
the  world  laughing  with  you.  But  you  know  what 
human  nature  is. 

'  There  comes  a  morning  to  all  wits,  when  their 
public  wakes  to  find  them  bores.  The  fault  may 
not  be  the  wit's,  but  what  of  that  ?  The  result  is 
the  same. 

'  Wits  are  like  theatres  :  they  may  have  a  glorious 
youth  and  prime,  but  their  old  age  is  dismal.  To 
the  outsider,  like  myself,  signs  are  not  wanting— to 
continue  the  figure  of  speech — that  you  have  put  on 
your  last  successful  piece. 

'  Can  you  say  candidly  that  your  last  Christmas 
number  was  more  than  a  reflection  of  its  prede- 
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cessors,  or  that  your  remarks  this  year  on  the  Derby 
day  took  as  they  did  the  year  before  ? 

*  Surely  the  most  incisive  of  our  satirists  will  not 
let  himself  degenerate  into  an  illustration  of  Mr. 
Herbert  Spencer's  theory  that  man  repeats  himself, 
like  history. 

*  Mr.  Labouehere,  sir,  to  those  of  us  who  have 
grown  up  in  your  inspiration  it  would  indeed  be 
pitiful  if  this  were  so.' 

Andrew's  host  turned  nervously  in  his  chair. 

Probably  he  wished  that  he  had  gone  to  church 
now. 

'  You  need  not  be  alarmed,'  he  said,  with  a  forced 
smile. 

*  You  will  die,'  cried  Andrew,  '  before  they  send 
you  to  the  House  of  Lords  ?  ' 

'  In  which  case  the  gain  would  be  all  to  those  left 
behind.' 

'  No,'  said  Andrew,  who  now  felt  that  he  had  as 
good  as  gained  the  day ;  '  there  could  not  be  a 
greater  mistake. 

*  Suppose  it  happened  to-night,  or  even  put  it  off 
to  the  end  of  the  week  ;   see  what  would  follow. 

*  The  ground  you  have  lost  so  far  is  inlinitesimal. 
It  would  be  forgotten  in  the  general  regret. 

'  Think  of  the  newspaper  placards  next  morning, 
some  of  them  perhaps  edged  with  black  ;    the  leaders 
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in  every  London  paper  and  in  all  the  prominent 
provincial  ones ;  the  six  columns  obituary  in  the 
Times ;  the  paragraphs  in  the  World ;  the  motion 
by  Mr.  Gladstone  or  Mr.  Healy  for  the  adjournment 
of  the  House ;  the  magazine  articles  ;  the  promised 
memoirs ;  the  publication  of  posthumous  papers ; 
the  resolution  in  the  Northampton  Town  Council ; 
the  statue  in  Hyde  Park !  With  such  a  recompense 
where  would  be  the  sacrifice  ?  ' 

Mr.  Labouchere  rose  and  paced  the  room  in  great 
mental  agitation. 

'  Now  look  at  the  other  side  of  the  picture,'  said 
Andrew,  rising  and  following  him :  *  Truth  reduced 
to  threepence,  and  then  to  a  penny ;  yourself  con- 
fused with  Tracy  Turnerelli  or  Martin  Tupper ; 
your  friends  running  when  you  looked  like  jesting ; 
the  House  emptying,  the  reporters  shutting  their 
note-books  as  you  rose  to  speak ;  the  great  name 
of  Labouchere  become  a  synonym  for  bore  ! ' 

They  presented  a  strange  picture  in  that  room, 
its  owner's  face  now  a  greyish  white,  his  supplicant 
shaking  with  a  passion  that  came  out  in  perspiration. 

With  trembling  hand  Mr.  Labouchere  flung  open 
the  window.     The  room  was  stifling. 

There  was  a  smell  of  new-mown  hay  in  the  air, 
a  gentle  breeze  tipped  the  well-trimmed  hedge  with 
life,  and  the  walks  crackled  in  the  heat. 
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But  a  stone's-tlirow  distant  the  sun  was  bathing 
in  the  dimpled  Thames. 

There  was  a  cawing  of  rooks  among  the  tall  trees, 
and  a  church-bell  tinkled  in  the  ivy  far  away  across 
the  river. 

IVIr.  Labouchere  was  far  away  too. 

He  was  a  round-cheeked  boy  again,  smothering 
his  kitten  in  his  pinafore,  prattling  of  Red  Riding 
Hood  by  his  school-mistress's  knee,  and  guddling 
in  the  brook  for  minnows. 

And  now — and  now  ! 

It  was  a  beautiful  world,  and  ah,  life  is  sweet ! 

He  pressed  his  fingers  to  his  forehead. 

*  Leave  me,*  he  said  hoarsely. 

Andrew  put  his  hand  upon  the  shoulder  of  the  man 
he  loved  so  well. 

*  Be  brave,'  he  said  ;  '  do  it  in  whatever  way 
you  prefer.  A  moment's  suffering,  and  all  will  be 
over.' 

He  spoke  gently.  There  is  always  something 
infinitely  pathetic  in  tlie  sight  of  a  strong  man  in 
pain. 

Mr.  Labouchere  turned  upon  him. 

*  Go,'  he  cried,  '  or  I  will  call  the  servants.' 

*  You  forget,'  said  Andrew,  '  that  I  am  your  guest.' 
But  his  host  only  pointed  to  the  door. 

Andrew   felt  a  great   sinking  at    his   heart.     They 
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prate  who  say  it  is  success  that  tries  a  man.  He 
flung  himself  at  Mr.  Labouchere's  feet. 

'  Think  of  the  pubUc  funeral,'  he  cried. 

His  host  seized  the  bell-rope  and  pulled  it  violently. 

'  If  you  will  do  it,'  said  Andrew  solemnly,  '  I 
promise  to  lay  flowers  on  your  grave  every  day  till 
I  die.' 

'  John,'  said  Mr.  Labouchere,  '  show  this  gentleman 
out.' 

Andrew  rose. 

'  You  refuse  ?  '  he  asked. 

'  I  do.' 

'  You  won't  think  it  over  ?  If  I  call  again,  say 
on  Thursday ' 

'  John  ! '  said  Mr.  Labouchere. 

Andrew  took  up  his  hat.  His  host  thought  he 
had  gone.  But  in  the  hall  his  reflection  in  a  looking- 
glass  reminded  the  visitor  of  something.  He  put 
his  head  in  at  the  doorway  again. 

*  Would  you  mind  telling  me,'  he  said,  '  whether 
you  see  anything  peculiar  about  my  neck  ?  ' 

'  It  seems  a  good  neck  to  twist,'  Mr.  Labouchere 
answered,  a  little  savagely. 

Andrew  then  withdrew. 
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EXPERIMENTING  ? 

This  unexpected  rebuff  from  Mr.  Labouchere  rankled 
for  many  days  in  Andrew's  mind.  Had  he  been 
proposing  for  the  great  statesman's  hand  he  could 
not  have  felt  it  more.  Perhaps  he  did  not  make 
sufficient  allowance  for  Mr.  Labouchere  ;  it  is  always 
so  easy  to  advise. 

But  to  rage  at  a  man  (or  woman)  is  the  proof 
that  we  can  adore  them  ;  it  is  only  his  loved  ones 
who  infuriate  a  Scotchman. 

There  were  moments  when  Andrew  said  to  himself 
that  he  had  nothing  more  to  live  for. 

Then  he  would  upbraid  himself  for  having  gone 
about  it  too  hurriedly,  and  in  bitter  self-contempt 
strike  his  hand  on  the  railings  as  he  rushed  by. 

Work  is  the  sovereign  remedy  for  this  unhealthy 
state  of  mind,  and  fortunately  Andrew  had  a  great 
deal  to  do. 

Gradually  the  wound  healed,  and  he  began  to 
take  an  interest  in  Lord  Randolph  Churchill. 

Every  day  the  Flying  Scotchman  shoots  its  refuse 
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of  clever  young  men  upon  London  who  are  too 
ambitious  to  do  anything. 

Andrew  was  not  one  of  these. 

Seeking  to  carry  off  one  of  the  greatest  prizes 
in  his  profession,  he  had  aimed  too  high  for  a 
beginner. 

When  he  reahsed  this  he  apprenticed  himself,  so 
to  speak,  to  the  president,  determined  to  acquire  a 
practical  knowledge  of  his  art  in  all  its  branches. 
Though  a  very  young  man,  he  had  still  much  to 
learn.  It  was  only  in  his  leisure  moments  that  he 
gave  way  to  dreams  over  a  magnum  opus. 

But  when  he  did  set  about  it,  which  must  be 
before  his  period  of  probation  closed,  he  had  made 
up  his  mind  to  be  thorough. 

The  months  thus  passed  quietly  but  not  unprofitably 
in  assisting  the  president,  acquainting  himself  with 
the  favourite  resorts  of  interesting  persons  and  com- 
posing his  thesis. 

At  intervals  the  monotony  was  relieved  by  more 
strictly  society  work.  On  these  occasions  he  played 
a  part  not  dissimilar  to  that  of  a  junior  counsel. 

The  president  found  him  invaluable  in  his  raid 
on  the  gentlemen  with  umbrellas  who  read  news- 
papers in  the  streets. 

It  was  Andrew — though  he  never  got  the  credit  of 
it — who  put  his  senior  in  possession  of  the  necessary 
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particulars   about   the   comic   writers   whose   subject 
is  teetotaUsm  and  spinsters. 

He  was  unwearying,  indeed,  in  his  efforts  with 
regard  to  the  comic  journals  generally,  and  the  first 
man  of  any  note  that  he  disposed  of  was  Punches 
favourite  artist  on  Scotch  matters.  This  was  in  an 
alley  off  Fleet  Street. 

Andrew  took  a  new  interest  in  the  House  of  Lords, 
and  had  a  magnificent  scheme  for  ending  it  in  half 
an  hour. 

As  the  members  could  never  be  got  together  in 
any  number,  this  fell  through. 

Lord  Brabourne  will  remember  the  young  man  in 
a  straw  hat,  with  his  neck  covered  up,  who  attended 
the  House  so  regularly  when  it  was  announced  that 
he  was  to  speak.     That  was  Andrew. 

It  was  he  who  excitedly  asked  the  Black  Rod  to 
point  out  Lord  Sherbrooke,  when  it  was  intimated 
that  this  peer  was  preparing  a  volume  of  poems  for 
the  press. 

In  a  month's  time  Andrew  knew  the  likeliest  places 
to  meet  these  and  other  noble  lords  alone. 

The  publishing  ofhces  of  England^  the  only  Con- 
servative newspaper,  had  a  fascination  for  him. 

He  got  to  know  Mr.  Ashmead  Bartlctt's  hours  of 
calling,  until  the  sight  of  him  on  the  pavement  was 
accepted  as  a  token  that  the  proprietor  was  inside. 
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They  generally  reached  the  House  of  Commons 
about  the  same  time. 

Here  Andrew's  interest  was  discriminated  among 
quite  a  number  of  members.  Mr.  Bradlaugh,  Mr. 
Sexton,  and  Mr.  Marjoribanks,  the  respected  member 
for  Berwickshire,  were  perhaps  his  favourites ;  but 
the  one  he  dwelt  with  most  pride  on  was  Lord 
Randolph  Churchill. 

One  night  he  gloated  so  long  over  Sir  George 
Trevelyan  leaning  over  Westminster  Bridge  that  in 
the  end  he  missed  him. 

When  Andrew  made  up  his  mind  to  have  a  man 
he  got  to  like  him.     This  was  his  danger. 

With  press  tickets,  which  he  got  very  cheap,  he 
often  looked  in  at  the  theatres  to  acquaint  himself 
with  the  faces  and  figures  of  the  constant  frequenters. 

He  drew  capital  pencil  sketches  of  the  leading 
critics  in  his  note-book. 

The  gentleman  next  him  that  night  at  Manteaux 
Noirs  would  not  have  laughed  so  heartily  if  he  had 
known  why  Andrew  listened  for  his  address  to  the 
cabman. 

The  yoimg  Scotchman  resented  people's  merri- 
ment over  nothing ;  sometimes  he  took  the  Under- 
ground Railway  just  to  catch  clerks  at  Tit-Bits. 

One  afternoon  he  saw  some  way  in  front  of  him  in 
Piccadilly  a  man  with  a  young  head  on  old  shoulders. 
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Andrew  recognised  him  by  the  swing  of  his  stick  ; 
he  could  have  identified  his  plaid  among  a  hundred 
thousand  morning  coats.  It  was  John  Stuart  Blackie, 
his  favourite  professor. 

Since  the  young  man  graduated,  his  old  preceptor 
had  resigned  his  chair,  and  was  now  devoting  his 
time  to  writing  sonnets  to  himself  in  the  Scotch 
newspapers. 

Andrew  could  not  bear  to  think  of  it,  and  quickened 
his  pace  to  catch  him  up.  But  Blackie  was  in 
great  form,  humming  '  Scots  wha  hae.'  With  head 
thrown  back,  staff  revolving  and  chest  inflated,  he 
sang  himself  into  a  martial  ecstasy,  and,  drumming 
cheerily  on  the  doors  with  his  fist,  strutted  along 
like  a  band  of  bagpipers  with  a  clan  behind  him, 
until  he  had  played  himself  out  of  Andrew's  sight. 

Far  be  it  from  our  intention  to  maintain  that 
Andrew  was  invariably  successful.  That  is  not  given 
to  any  man. 

Sometimes  his  hands  slipped. 

Had  he  learned  the  piano  in  his  younger  days 
this  might  not  have  happened.  But  if  he  had  been 
a  pianist  the  president  would  probably  have  wiped 
him  out— and  very  rightly.  There  can  be  no  doubt 
about  male  pianists. 

Nor  was  the  fault  always  Andrew's.  When  the 
Society  was  founded,  many  far-seeing  men  had  got 
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wind  of  it,  and  had  themselves  elected  honorary 
members  before  the  committee  realised  what  they 
were  after. 

This  was  a  sore  subject  with  the  president ;  he 
shunned  discussing  it,  and  thus  Andrew  had  fre- 
quently to  discontinue  cases  after  he  was  well  on 
with  them. 

In  this  way  much  time  was  lost. 

Andrew  was  privately  thanked  by  the  committee 
for  one  suggestion,  which,  for  all  he  knows,  may  yet 
be  carried  out.  The  president  had  a  wide  interest 
in  the  Press,  and  on  one  occasion  he  remarked  to 
Andrew  : 

'  Think  of  the  snobs  and  the  prigs  who  would  be 
saved  if  the  Saturday  Review  and  the  Spectator 
could  be  induced  to  cease  publication  !  ' 

Andrew  thought  it  out,  and  then  produced  his 
scheme. 

The  battle  of  the  clans  on  the  North  Inch  of 
Perth  had  always  seemed  to  him  a  master-stroke 
of  diplomacy. 

'  Why,'  he  said  to  the  president,  '  not  set  the 
Saturday's  staff  against  the  Spectator's.  If  about 
equally  matched,  they  might  exterminate  each  other.' 

So  his  days  of  probation  passed,  and  the  time 
drew  nigh  for  Andrew  to  show  what  stuff  was  in  him. 
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A    LOST    OPPORTUNITY  ? 

Andrew  had  set  apart  July  31  for  killing  Lord 
Randolph  Churchill. 

As  his  term  of  probation  was  up  in  the  seeond 
week  of  August,  this  would  leave  him  nearly  a  fort- 
night to  finish  his  thesis  in. 

On  the  30th  he  bought  a  knife  in  Holborn  suitable 
for  his  purpose.  It  had  been  his  original  intention 
to  use  an  electric  rifle,  but  those  he  was  shown  were 
too  cumbrous  for  use  in  the  streets. 

The  eminent  statesman  was  residing  at  this  time 
at  the  Grand  Hotel,  and  Andrew  thought  to  get 
him  somewhere  between  Trafalgar  Square  and  the 
House.  Taking  up  his  position  in  a  window  of 
Morley's  Hotel  at  an  early  hour,  he  set  himself 
to  watch  the  windows  opposite.  The  plan  of  the 
Grand  was  well  known  to  him,  for  he  had  frequently 
made  use  of  it  as  overlooking  the  National  Liberal 
Club,  whose  membership  he  had  already  slightly 
reduced. 

Turning    his    eyes    to    the    private    sitting-rooms, 
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he  soon  discovered  Lord  Randolph  busily  writing  in 
one  of  them. 

Andrew  had  lunch  at  Morley's,  so  that  he  might 
be  prepared  for  any  emergency.  Lord  Randolph 
wrote  on  doggedly  through  the  forenoon,  and  Andrew 
hoped  he  would  finish  what  he  was  at  in  case  this 
might  be  his  last  chance. 

It  rained  all  through  the  afternoon.  The  thick 
drizzle  seemed  to  double  the  width  of  the  street, 
and  even  to  Andrew's  strained  eyes  the  shadow  in 
the  room  opposite  was  obscured. 

His  eyes  wandered  from  the  window  to  the  hotel 
entrance,  and  as  cab  after  cab  rattled  from  it  he 
became  uneasy. 

In  ordinary  circumstances  he  could  have  picked 
his  man  out  anywhere,  but  in  rain  all  men  look  alike. 
He  could  have  dashed  across  the  street  and  rushed 
from  room  to  room  of  the  Grand  Hotel. 

His  self-restraint  was  rewarded. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  Lord  Randolph  came  to 
the  window.  The  flashing  waterproofs  and  scurry- 
ing umbrellas  were  a  surprise  to  him,  and  he  knitted 
his  brows  in  annoyance. 

By  and  by  his  face  was  convulsed  with  laughter. 

He  drew  a  chair  to  the  window  and  stood  on  it, 
that  he  might  have  a  better  view  of  the  pavement 
beneath. 
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For  some  twenty  minutes  he  remained  there 
smacking  his  thighs,  his  shoulders  heaving  with  glee. 

Andrew  could  not  see  what  it  was,  but  he  formu- 
lated a  theory. 

Heavy  bloVjs  of  rain  that  had  gathered  on  the 
window-sill  slowly  released  their  hold  from  time  to 
time  and  fell  with  a  plump  on  the  hats  of  passers-by. 
Lord  Randolph  was  watching  them. 

Just  as  they  were  letting  go  he  shook  the  window 
to  make  the  wayfarers  look  up.  They  got  the  rain- 
drops full  in  the  face,  and  then  he  screamed. 

About  six  o'clock  Andrew  paid  his  bill  hurriedly 
and  ran  downstairs.  Lord  Randolph  had  come  to  the 
window  in  his  great-coat.  His  follower  waited  for 
him  outside.  It  was  possible  that  he  would  take  a 
hansom  and  drive  straight  to  the  House,  but  Andrew 
had  reasons  for  thinking  this  unlikely.  The  rain 
had  somewhat  abated.  Lord  Randolph  came  out, 
put  up  his  umbrella,  and,  glancing  at  the  sky  for  a 
moment,  set  off  briskly  up  St.  Martin's  Lane. 

Andrew  knew  that  he  would  not  linger  here,  for 
they  had  done  St.  Martin's  Lane  already. 

Lord  Randolph's  movements  these  last  days  had 
excited  the  Scotchman's  curiosity.  He  had  been 
doing  the  London  streets  systematically  during  his 
unoccupied  afternoons.  But  it  was  difHcult  to  dis- 
cover what  he  was  after. 
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It  was  the  tobacconists'  shops  that  attracted  him. 

He  did  not  enter,  only  stood  at  the  windows 
counting  something. 

He  jotted  down  the  result  on  a  piece  of  paper 
and  then  sped  on  to  the  next  shop. 

In  this  way,  with  Andrew  at  his  heels,  he  had 
done  the  whole  of  the  W.C.  district,  St.  James's, 
Oxford  Street,  Piccadilly,  Bond  Street,  and  the 
Burlington  Arcade. 

On  this  occasion  he  took  the  small  thoroughfares 
lying  between  upper  Regent  Street  and  Tottenham 
Court  Road.  Beginning  in  Great  Titchfield  Street 
he  went  from  tobacconist's  to  tobacconist's,  some- 
times smiling  to  himself,  at  other  times  frowning. 
Andrew  scrutinised  the  windows  as  he  left  them, 
but  could  make  nothing  of  it. 

Not  for  the  first  time  he  felt  that  there  could  be 
no  murder  to-night  unless  he  saw  the  paper  first. 

Lord  Randolph  devoted  an  hour  to  this  work. 
Then  he  hailed  a  cab. 

Andrew  expected  this.  But  the  statesman  still 
held  the  paper  loosely  in  his  hand. 

It  was  a  temptation. 

Andrew  bounded  forward  as  if  to  open  the  cab 
door,  pounced  upon  the  paper  and  disappeared  with 
it  up  an  alley.     After  five  minutes'   dread  lest  he 
might  be  pursued,  he  struck  a  match  and  read  : 
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'  Great  Titchfield  Street— Branscombe  15,  Churchill 
11,  Langtry  8,  Gladstone  4. 

'  Mortimer  Street — Langtry  11,  Branscombe  9, 
Gladstone  6,  Mary  Anderson  6,  Churchill  3. 

'  Margaret  Street— Churchill  7,  Anderson  G,  Brans- 
combe 5,  Gladstone  4,  Chamberlain  4. 

'  Smaller  streets — Churchill  14,  Branscombe  13, 
Gladstone  9,  Langtry  9.  Totals  for  to-day  :  Churchill 
35,  Langtry  28,  Gladstone  23,  Branscombe  42, 
Anderson  12,  Chamberlain  nowhere.'  Then  followed, 
as  if  in  a  burst  of  passion,  '  Branscombe  still  leading 
— confound  her.' 

Andrew  saw  that  Lord  Randolph  had  been  cal- 
culating fame  from  vesta  boxes. 

For  a  moment  this  discovery  sent  Andrew's  mind 
wandering.  Miss  Branscombe's  photographs  ob- 
structed the  traffic.  Should  not  this  be  put  a  stop 
to  ?     Ah,  but  she  was  a  woman  ! 

This  recalled  him  to  himself.  Lord  Randolph 
had  departed,  probably  for  St.  Stephen's. 

Andrew  jumped  into  a  hansom.  He  felt  like  an 
exotic  in  a  glass  frame. 

'  The  House,'  he  said. 

What  a  pity  his  mother  could  not  have  seen  him 
then  I 

Perhaps  Andrew  was  prejudiced.  Undoubtedly, 
he  was  in  a  mood  to  be  easily  pleased. 

167 


BETTER  DEAD 

In  his  opinion  at  any  rate,  Lord  Randolph's  speech 
that  night  on  the  Irish  question  was  the  best  he 
ever  deUvered. 

It  came  on  late  in  the  evening,  and  he  stuck  to 
his  text  like  a  clergyman.  He  quoted  from  Hansard 
to  prove  that  Mr.  Gladstone  did  not  know  what  he 
was  talking  about ;  he  blazed  out  against  the  Par- 
nellites  till  they  were  called  to  order.  The  ironical 
members  who  cried  '  Hear,  hear,'  regretted  it. 

He  had  never  been  wittier,  never  more  convincing, 
never  so  magnificently  vituperative. 

Andrew  was  lifted  out  of  himself.  He  jumped  in 
ecstasy  to  his  feet.     It  was  he  who  led  the  applause. 

He  felt  that  this  was  a  worthy  close  to  a  brilliant 
career. 

We  oldsters  looking  on  more  coolly  could  have 
seen  where  the  speech  was  lacking,  so  far  as  Andrew 
was  concerned.  It  is  well  known  that  when  a  great 
man,  of  whom  there  will  be  biographers,  is  to  die 
a  violent  death,  his  last  utterances  are  strangely 
significant,  as  if  he  foresaw  his  end. 

There  was  nothing  of  this  in  Lord  Randolph's 
speech. 

The  House  was  thinning  when  the  noble  lord  rose 
to  go.     Andrew  joined  him  at  the  gate. 

The  Scotchman's  nervous  elation  had  all  gone.  A 
momentary  thrill  passed  through  his  veins  as  he  re- 
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membered  that  in  all  probability  they  would  never 
be  together  again.     After  that  he  was  quite  calm. 

The  night  was  black. 

The  rain  had  ceased,  but  for  an  occasional  drop 
shaken  out  of  a  shivering  star. 

But  for  a  few  cabs  rolling  off  with  politicians, 
Whitehall  was  deserted. 

The  very  tax-collectors  seemed  to  have  got  to 
bed. 

Lord  Randolph  shook  hands  with  two  or  three 
other  members  homeward  bound,  walked  a  short 
distance  with  one  of  them,  and  then  set  off  towards 
his  hotel  alone. 

His  pace  was  leisurely,  as  that  of  a  man  in  profound 
thought. 

There  was  no  time  to  be  lost ;   but  Andrew  dallied. 

Once  he  crept  up  and  could  have  done  it.  He 
thought  he  would  give  him  another  minute. 

There  was  a  footstep  behind,  and  he  fell  back. 

It  was  Sir  William  Ilarcourt.  Lord  Randolph 
heard  him,  and,  seeing  who  it  was,  increased  his 
pace. 

The  illustrious  Liberal  slackened  at  the  same 
moment. 

Andrew  bit  his  lip  and  hurried  on. 

Some  time  was  lost  in  getting  round  Sir  William. 

He  was  advancing  in  strides  now. 
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Lord  Randolph  saw  that  he  was  pursued. 

When  Andrew  began  to  run,  he  ran  too. 

There  were  not  ten  yards  between  them  at  Whitehall 
Place. 

A  large  man  turning  the  corner  of  Great  Scotland 
Yard  fell  against  Andrew.  He  was  wheeled  aside, 
but  Mr.  Chaplin  had  saved  a  colleague's  life. 

With  a  cry  Andrew  bounded  on,  his  knife  glistening. 

Trafalgar  Square  was  a  black  mass. 

Lord  Randolph  took  Northumberland  Avenue  in 
four  steps,  Andrew  almost  on  the  top  of  him. 

As  he  burst  through  the  door  of  the  Grand  Hotel, 
his  pursuer  made  one  tremendous  leap,  and  his  knife 
catching  Lord  Randolph  in  the  heel,  carried  away 
his  shoe. 

Andrew's  face  had  struck  the  steps. 

He  heard  the  word  '  Fenian.' 

There  was  a  rushing  to  and  fro  of  lights. 

Springing  to  his  feet,  he  thrust  the  shoe  into  his 
pocket  and  went  home. 
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'  Tie  this  muffler  round  your  neck.' 

It  was  the  president  who  spoke.  Andrew  held  his 
thesis  in  his  hand. 

'  But  the  rooms  are  so  close,'  he  said. 

*  That  has  nothing  to  do  with  it,'  said  the  president. 
The  blood  rushed  to  liis  head,  and  then  left  him  pale. 

*  But  why  ?  '  asked  Andrew. 

*  For  God's  sake,  do  as  I  bid  you,'  said  his  com- 
panion, pulling  himself  by  a  great  effort  to  the  other 
side  of  the  room. 

'  You  have  done  it  ?  '  he  asked,  carefully  avoiding 
Andrew's  face. 
'  Yes,  but ' 

*  Then  we  can  go  in  to  the  others.  Remember 
what  I  told  you  about  omitting  the  first  seven  pages. 
The  Society  won't  stand  introductory  remarks  in  a 
thesis.' 

The  committee  were  assembled  in  the  next  room. 
When    the    young    Scotchman    entered    with    the 
president,  they  looked  him  full  in  the  neck. 

171 


BETTER  DEAD 

'  He  is  suffering  from  cold,'  the  president  said. 

No  one  replied,  but  angry  eyes  were  turned  on 
the  speaker.  He  somewhat  nervously  placed  his 
young  friend  in  a  bad  light,  with  a  table  between 
him  and  his  hearers. 

Then  Andrew  began. 

*  The  Society  for  Doing  Without,'  he  read,  '  has 
been  tried  and  found  wanting.  It  has  now  been  in 
existence  for  some  years,  and  its  members  have 
worked  zealously,  though  unostentatiously. 

'  I  am  far  from  saying  a  word  against  them.  They 
are  patriots  as  true  as  ever  petitioned  against  the 
Channel  Tunnel.' 

'  No  compliments,'  whispered  the  president,  wam- 
ingly.     Andrew  hastily  turned  a  page,  and  continued  : 

'  But  what  have  they  done  ?  Removed  an  indi- 
vidual here  and  there.     That  is  the  extent  of  it. 

*  You  have  been  pursuing  a  half-hearted  policy. 
You  might  go  on  for  centuries  at  this  rate  before 
you  made  any  perceptible  difference  in  the  streets. 

'  Have  you  ever  seen  a  farmer  thinning  turnips  ? 
Gentlemen,  there  is  an  example  for  you.  My 
proposal  is  that  everybody  should  have  to  die  on 
reaching  the  age  of  forty-five  years. 

'  It  has  been  the  wish  of  this  Society  to  avoid  the 
prejudices  engendered  of  party  strife.  But  though 
you  are  a  social  rather  than  a  political  organisation, 
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you  cannot  escape  politics.  You  do  not  call  your- 
selves Radicals,  but  you  work  for  Radicalism.  What 
is  Radicalism  ?  It  is  a  desire  to  get  a  chance.  This 
is  an  aspiration  inherent  in  the  human  breast.  It 
is  felt  most  keenly  by  the  poor. 

'  Make  the  poor  rich,  and  the  hovels,  the  misery, 
the  immorality,  and  the  crime  of  the  East  End 
disappear.  It  is  infamous,  say  the  Socialists,  that 
this  is  not  done  at  once.  Yes,  but  how  is  it  to  be 
done  ?  Not,  as  they  hold,  by  making  the  classes 
and  the  masses  change  places.  Not  on  the  lines 
on  which  the  Society  has  hitherto  worked.  There 
is  only  one  way,  and  I  make  it  my  text  to-night. 
Fortunately,  it  presents  no  considerable  difficulties. 

*  It  is  well  known  in  medicine  that  the  simplest 
— in  other  words,  the  most  natural— remedies  may 
be  the  most  efficacious. 

'  So  it  is  in  the  social  life.  What  shall  we  do,  Society 
asks,  with  our  boys  ?     I  reply,  Kill  off  the  parents. 

*  There  can  be  little  doubt  that  forty-five  years 
is  long  enough  for  a  man  to  live.  Parents  must 
see  that.     Youth  is  the  time  to  have  your  fling. 

*  Let  us  see  how  this  plan  would  revolutionise  the 
world.  It  would  make  statesmen  hurry  up.  At 
present,  they  are  nearly  fifty  before  you  hear  of 
them.  How  can  we  expect  the  country  to  be  pro- 
perly governed  by  men  in  their  dotage  ! 
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'  Again,  take  the  world  of  letters.  Why  does  the 
literary  aspirant  have  such  a  struggle  ?  Simply 
because  the  profession  is  over  stocked  with  seniors. 
I  would  like  to  know  what  Tennyson's  age  is,  and 
Ruskin's,  and  Browning's.  Every  one  of  them  is 
over  seventy,  and  all  writing  away  yet  as  lively  as 
you  like.     It  is  a  crying  scandal. 

'  Things  are  the  same  in  medicine,  art,  divinity, 
law — in  short,  in  every  profession  and  in  every  trade. 

'  Young  ladies  cry  out  that  this  is  not  a  marrying 
age.  How  can  it  be  a  marrying  age,  with  grey- 
headed parents  everywhere  ?  Give  young  men 
their  chance,  and  they  will  marry  younger  than 
ever,  if  only  to  see  their  children  grown  up  before 
they  die. 

'  A  word  in  conclusion.  Looking  around  me,  I 
cannot  but  see  that  most,  if  not  all,  of  my  hearers 
have  passed  what  should  plainly  be  the  allotted 
span  of  life  to  man.     You  would  have  to  go. 

'  But,  gentlemen,  you  would  do  so  feeling  that 
you  were  setting  a  noble  example.  Younger,  and 
— may  I  say  ? — more  energetic  men  would  fill  your 
places  and  carry  on  your  work.  You  would  hardly 
be  missed.' 

Andrew  rolled  up  his  thesis  blandly,  and  strode 
into  the  next  room  to  await  the  committee's  decision. 
It  cannot  be  said  that  he  felt  the  slightest  uneasiness. 
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The  president  followed,  shutting  the  door  behind 
him. 

'  You  have  just  two  minutes,'  he  said. 

Andrew  could  not  understand  it. 

His  hat  was  crushed  on  to  his  head,  his  coat  flung 
at  him;  he  was  pushed  out  at  a  window,  squeezed 
through  a  grating  and  tumbled  into  a  passage. 

'  What  is  the  matter  ?  '  he  asked,  as  the  president 
dragged  him  down  a  back  street. 

The  president  pointed  to  the  window  they  had 
just  left. 

Half  a  dozen  infuriated  men  were  climbing  from 
it  in  pursuit.  Their  faces,  drunk  with  rage,  awoke 
Andrew  to  a  sense  of  his  danger. 

*  They  were  drawing  lots  for  you  when  I  left 
the  room,'  said  the  president. 

*  But  what  have  I  done  ?  '  gasped  Andrew. 

*  They  didn't  like  your  thesis.  At  least,  they 
make  that  their  excuse.' 

*  Excuse  ?  ' 

'  Yes  ;   it  was  really  your  neck  that  did  it.' 

By  this  time  they  were  in  a  cab,  rattling  into 
Gray's  Inn  Road. 

'  They  are  a  poor  lot,'  said  Andrew  fiercely,  '  if 
they  couldn't  keep  their  heads  over  my  neck.' 

'  They  are  only  human,'  retorted  the  president. 
*  For  Heaven's  sake,  pull  up  the  collar  of  your  coat.' 
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His  fingers  were  itching,  but  Andrew  did  not 
notice  it. 

'  Where  are  we  going  ?  '  he  asked. 

'  To  King's  Cross.  The  midnight  express  leaves  in 
twenty  minutes.     It  is  your  last  chance.' 

Andrew  was  in  a  daze.  When  the  president  had 
taken  his  ticket  for  Glasgow  he  was  still  groping. 

The  railway  officials  probably  thought  him  on  his 
honeymoon. 

They  sauntered  along  the  platform  beyond  the 
lights. 

Andrew,  who  was  very  hot,  unloosened  his  great- 
coat. 

In  a  moment  a  great  change  came  over  his  com- 
panion. All  the  humanity  went  from  his  face,  his 
whole  figure  shook,  and  it  was  only  by  a  tremendous 
effort  that  he  chained  his  hands  to  his  side. 

'  Your  neck,'  he  cried  ;   '  cover  it  up.' 

Andrew  did  not  understand.  He  looked  about  him 
for  the  committee. 

'  There  are  none  of  them  here,'  he  said  feebly. 

The  president  had  tried  to  warn  him. 

Now  he  gave  way. 

The  devil  that  was  in  him  leapt  at  Andrew's 
throat. 

The  young  Scotchman  was  knocked  into  a  goods 
wagon,  with  the  president  twisted  round  him. 
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At  that  moment  there  was  heard  the  whistle  of  the 
Scotch  express. 

*  Your  blood  be  on  your  own  head,'  cried  the 
president,  yielding  completely  to  temptation. 

His  fingers  met  round  the  young  man's  neck. 

*  My  God  I  '  he  murmured,  in  a  delirious  ecstasy, 
'  what  a  neck,  what  a  neck  !  ' 

Just  then  his  foot  slipped. 

He  fell.  Andrew  jumped  up  and  kicked  him  as 
hard  as  he  could  three  times. 

Then  he  leapt  to  the  platform,  and,  flinging  him- 
self into  the  moving  train,  fell  exhausted  on  the  seat. 

Andrew  never  thought  so  much  of  the  president 
again.     You  cannot  respect  a  man  and  kick  him. 
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The  first  thing  Andrew  did  on  reaching  Wheens 
was  to  write  to  his  London  landlady  to  send  on  his 
box  with  clothes  by  goods  train;  also  his  tobacco- 
pouch,  which  he  had  left  on  the  mantelpiece,  and 
two  pencils  which  she  would  find  in  the  tea-caddy. 

Then  he  went  round  to  the  manse. 

The  minister  had  great  news  for  him. 

The  master  of  the  Wheens  Grammar  School  had 
died.  Andrew  had  only  to  send  in  his  testimonials, 
and  the  post  was  his. 

The  salary  was  £200  per  annum,  with  an  assistant 
and  the  privilege  of  calling  himself  rector. 

This  settled,  Andrew  asked  for  Clarrie.  He  was 
humbler  now  than  he  had  been,  and  in  our  disappoint- 
ments we  turn  to  woman  for  solace. 

Clarrie  had  been  working  socks  for  him,  and  would 
have  had  them  finished  by  this  time  had  she  known 
how  to  turn  the  heel. 

It  is  his  sweetheart  a  man  should  be  particular 
about.  Once  he  settles  down  it  does  not  much 
matter  whom  he  marries. 
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All  this  and  much  more  the  good  old  minister 
pointed  out  to  Andrew.  Then  he  left  Clarrie  and 
her  lover  together. 

The  winsome  girl  held  one  of  the  socks  on  her  knee 
— who  will  chide  her  ?— and  a  tear  glistened  in  her  eye. 

Andrew  was  a  good  deal  affected. 

'  Clarrie,'  he  said  softly,  '  will  you  be  my  wife  ?  ' 

She  clung  to  him  in  reply.     He  kissed  her  fondly. 

*  Clarrie,  beloved,'  he  said  nervously,  after  a  long 
pause,  '  how  much  are  seven  and  thirteen  ?  ' 

'  Twenty-three,'  said  Clarrie,  putting  up  her  mouth 
to  his. 

Andrew  laughed  a  sad  vacant  laugh. 

He  felt  that  he  would  never  understand  a  woman. 
But  his  fingers  wandered  through  her  tobacco- 
coloured  hair. 

He  had  a  strange  notion. 

*  Put  your  arms  round  my  neck,'  he  whispered. 
Thus  the  old,  old  story  was  told  once  more. 

A  month  afterwards  the  president  of  the  Society 
for  Doing  Without  received  by  post  a  box  of  brides- 
cake,  adorned  with  the  silver  gilt  which  is  also  largely 
used  for  coilins. 

More  than  two  years  have  passed  since  Andrew's 
marriage,  and  already  the  minister  has  two  sweet 
grandchildren,  in  whom  he  renews  his  youth. 
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Except  during  school-hours  their  parents'  married 
life  is  one  long  honeymoon. 

Clarrie  has  put  Lord  Randolph  Churchill's  shoe 
into  a  glass  case  on  the  piano,  and,  as  is  only  natural, 
Andrew  is  now  a  staunch  Conservative. 

Domesticated  and  repentant,  he  has  renounced 
the  devil  and  all  her  works. 

Sometimes,  when  thinking  of  the  past,  the  babble 
of  his  lovely  babies  jars  upon  him,  and,  still  half- 
dreaming,  he  brings  their  heads  close  together. 

At  such  a  time  all  the  anxious  mother  has  to  say 
is— 

'  Andrew  ! ' 

Then  with  a  start  he  lays  them  gently  in  a  heap 
on  the  floor,  and,  striding  the  room,  soon  regains 
his  composure. 

For  Andrew  has  told  Clarrie  all  the  indiscretions  of 
his  life  in  London,  and  she  has  forgiven  everything. 

Ah,  what  will  not  a  wife  forgive  ! 

THE    END 
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